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een. 


o will be ſurpriz'd, in the 
EG midſt of a daily and familiar 
S Converſation, with an Addreſs 
dich bears ſo diſtant an Air 

as a publick Dedication : But 
to put You out. of the Pain which I know 
this will give You, I aſſure You I do not 
deſign 1n it, what would be very needleſs, 
a Panegyrick on Your Self, or what per- 


haps 1s very neceſſary, a Defence of the 
A 3 Play. 


eee. 


Play. In the one I ſhould diſcover too 
much the Concern of an Author, in the o- 
ther too little the Freedom of a Friend. 


My Purpoſe, in this Application, is on- 
ly to ſhow the Eſteem I have for You, and 
that I look upon my Intimacy with You, as 
one of the moſt valuable Enjoyments of my 
Life. At the ſame Time, I hope I make 
the Town no ill Compliment for their kind 
Acceptance of this Comedy, in acknowledg- 
ing that it has ſo far rais'd my Opinion of 
it, as to make me think it no improper Me- 
morial of an inviolable Friendſhip. 


I sHouLD not offer it to You as ſuch, 
had I not been very careful to avoid every 
Thing that might look ill-natur'd, immo- 
ral, or prejudicial to what the better Part 
of Mankind hold Sacred and Honoura- 
ble. 


PoE TRV, under ſuch Reſtraints, is an 
obliging Service to Human Society; eſpe- 
cially when *tis us'd, like Your Admirable 
Vein, to recommend more uſeful Qualities 
in Your Self, or immortalize Characters 
truly Heroick in others, I am, here, in 

| Danger 


— 


re "Iy,  £. 


DEDICATION. 


Danger of breaking my Promiſe to You, 
therefore ſhall take the only Opportunity 
that can offer it ſelf of reſiſting my own 
Inclinations, by complying with Yours, 
I am, | 


SIX. 


Your moſt Faithful, 


Humble Servant, 


R1CHARD STEELE. 


A 4 P-R O- 
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Written by Mr. ADDISON, 


Spoken by Mr. W1LKs, 


N the firſt Riſe and Inſuncy of Fares, 
When Fools were many, and when Plays ware ſearte, 

The raw unpractisd Authors could, with Fat, 
A young and urexperienc'd Audience pleaſe ; 
No fingle Character had &er been ſhnon, 
But the whole Herd of Fops was all their own ; 
Rich in Originals, they ſet to View, 
In ew ry Piece, a Coxcomb that was new. 


But now Our Britiſh Theatre can boaſt 
Drolls of all kinds, a vaſt unthinking Hof ! 
Fruitful of Folly and of Vice, it ſhows 


Cuckolds, and Cits, and Bawds, and Pimps, and Beaux: 


Rough-Country. Knights are found of every Shire, 
Of ev'ry Faſhion gentle Fops appear; | 

And Punks of different Gbaracters we meet, 

As frequent on the Stage as in the Pit: 

Our Modern Wits are forc'd to pick and cull, 
And here and there by Chance glean up a Fool: 
Long ere they find the neceſſary Spark, 

Wey ſearch the Town and beat about the Park: 


oO GU E, 


To 


r 


3 


N 
. 


PROLOGUE. 


To all his moſt frequented Haunts reſort, 

Oft dog him to the Ring, and te Court; 

As love of Pleaſure, or of P/ace invites : 

And ſometimes catch him taking Snuff at White's. 
Howe'er ! to do you Right, the preſent Age 

Breeds very hopeful Monſters for the Stage; 

That ſcorn the Paths their dull Forefathers trod, 

And won't be Blockheads in the common Road. 

Do but ſurvey this crowded Houſe to Night : 

Here's ftill Encouragement for thoſe that Write. 


Our Author, to divert his Friends ta Day, 
Stocks with Variety of Fools his Play; 
And that there may be ſomething Gay, and New, 
Two Ladies Errant has expos'd ta View : 
The firſt a Damſel, travel d in Romance; 
The Pother more refin'd; ſhe comes from France. 
Reſcue, like Courteous Knights, the Nymph from Danger ; 
And kindly treat, like Well-bred Men, the Stranger. 


As A 


A SONG 


Deſign'd for the Fourth ACT, 


but not Ser. 


I. 
E E, Britons, /ee with awful Eyes, 
Britannia from her Seas ariſe ! 
Ten Thouſand Billows round me roar, 
While Winds and Waves engage, 
That break in Froth upon my Shore, 
And impotent 'y rage. 
Such were the Terrors, which of late 
Surrounded my afiifted State; 
United Fury thus was bent 
On my aevoted Seats, 
"Till all the mighty Force was ſpent 
In feeble Stills, and empty Threat-. 


IT. 
But now with riſing Glory crown'd, 
My Joys run high, they know no Bound ; 
Tides of unruly Ploaſure flow 
Through ery ſcuelling Vein, 
New Raptures in ny Boſom glozs, 
And warm me up to Youth again. 
Paſſing Pomps my Streets adorn ; 
Captive Spoils in Triumph born, 
Standards of Gauls in Fight ſubdu'd, 
Colours in Hoſtile Blood embru'd, 
Enſigns of Tyrannic Mivht, 
Foes ts Equity and Right, 


AC _ 


In Courts of Britiſh Juſtice wave on high, 
Sacred to Law and Liberty. 
My crowded Theatres repeat, 
In Songs of Triumph, the Defeat. 
Did ever joyful Mother ſee 
So bright, ſo brave a Progeny ! 
Daughters with ſo much Beauty crown'd, 


Or Sons for Valour fo renown'd ! 


ITI. 
But ob I gaze and ſeek in vain 
To find amidſt this warlike Train 


My abſent Sons, that us'd to grace 


With decent Pride this joyous Place: 
Unhappy Youths ! how do my Sorrows riſe, 
Swell my Breaft and melt my Eyes, 

While I your mighty Loſs deplore ? 

Wild, and raging with Diſtreſs 

i mourn, I mourn my own Succeſs, 

And biaft my Viftories no more. 


Unhappy Youths! far from their native Sky, 


Oz Danube's Banks inter'd they lie. 
Germania, give me back my Slain, 

Give me my laughter d Sons again. 
Was it for this they rang'd fo far, 

To free thee from oppreſſive War ? 
Germania, Ce. 


IV. 
Tears of Sorrow while I ſhed 
O'er the Manes of my Dead, 
Laſting Altars let me raiſe 
To my living Heroes Praiſe 
Heaven give them a longer Stay, 
As glorious Actions to diſplay, 
Or periſß on as great a Day 
A 6 Dramatis 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 

Sir Harry Gubbin. Mr. Bullock. 
Humphry Gubbin. Mr. Penkethman. 
Mr. Tiphin. | Mr. Norris, 
Clerimont Sen. Mr. Mills. 
Capt. Clerimont. Mr. Wilks. 
Mr. Pounce. Mr. Eftcourt. 

WOMEN. 
Mrs. Clerimont. Mrs. Cro/+. 
Aunt. Mrs. Povel. 
Niece, Mrs. Ola eld. 
Fainlove. | Mrs. Kent. 
Jenny, Maid to Mrs. C/erimont. Mrs. Sapsford, 
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THE 


Tender Husband: 


OR, THE 


AccoupLisHD Foors. 


ACT:-L::4.5:N 5 
Enter Clerimont Sen. and Fainlove. 


CLERIMONT Sen. 


SELL, Mr. Fain/ove, how do you go on 
in your Amour with my Wile? 

Fain. I am very civil and very diſtant ; 
if ſhe ſmiles or ſpeaks, I bow and gaze 
at her Then throw down my Eyes, 
| as if oppreſs'd by fear of Offence, then 


iteal a Look again till ſhe again ſees me This is my 
Cler. 


general Method, 
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Cler. Sen. And 'tis right—For ſuch a fine Lady has 
no Guard to her Virtue, but her Pride ; therefore you 
muſt conſtantly apply your ſelf to that : But dear Lucy, 
as you have been a very faithful, but a very coſtly Wench 
to ine, ſo my Spouſe alſo has been conſtant to my Bed, 
but careleſs of my Fortune. 

Fain. Ah! my Dear, how could you leave your poor 
Lucy, and run into France to ſee Sights, and fhow 
your Gallantry with a Wife? Was not that unna- 
tura] ? 

Cler- Sen. She brought me a noble Fortune, and I 
thought ſhe had a right to ſhare it: therefore carried 
her to ſee the World, forſooth, and make the Tour 
of France and Italy, where ſhe learn'd to loſe her Mo- 
ney gracefully, to admire every Vanity in our Sex, and 
contemn every Virtue in her own, which with ten 
thouſand other Perfe&tions, are the ordinary Improve- 
ments of a Traverd Lady. Now I can neither mortify 
her Vanity that I may live at eaſe with her, or quite 
diſcard her, till I have catch'd her a little enlarging her 
innocent Freedoms, as ſhe calls em: For this end I am 
content to be a French Hufband, tho' now and then 
with the ſecret Pangs of an Italian ene; and therefore, 
Sir, or Madam, you are thus equipp'd to attend and ac- 
coſt her Ladyſhip: It concerns you to be diligent: if 
we wholly part I need ſay no more; If we do not 
I'll ſee thee well provided for. 

Fain. Til do all I can, I warrant you, but you are not 
to expect Ill go much among the Men. 

Cler. Sen. No, no, you mult not go near Men, you 
are only (when my Wife goes to a Play) to fit in a ſide 
Box with pretty Fellows I don't deſign you to per- 
ſonate a real Man, you are only to be a pretty Gentle- 
man Not to be of any Uſe or Conſequence 
in the World, as to your ſelf, but meerly as a Proper- 
ty to others; ſuch as you ſee now and then have a Life 

il 


. 
"%* 
* 
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The AccomPLisn'd Foors. 1 5 
in the Intail of a great Eſtate, that ſeem to have come 
into the World only to be Taggs in the Pedigree of a 
wealthy Houſe————You muſt have ſeen many of 
that Species. 

Fain. I apprehend you, ſuch as ſtand in Aſſemblies, 
with an indolent Softneſs and Contempt of all around 
'em; who make a figure in publick, and are ſcorn'd in 
private; J have ſeen ſuch a one with a Pocket Glaſs to 
ſee his own Face, and an affected Perſpective to know 


others. [ Imitates each. 
. Cher. Sen. Ay, ay, that's my Man—— Thou dear 
Rogue. 


Fain. Let me alone I'll lay my Life Il 
horn you, that is, I'll make it appear I might if 1 
could. 

Cler. Sen. Ay, that will pleaſe me quite as well. 

Fain. To ſhew you the Progreſs I have made, I laſt 
Night won of her five hundred Pounds, which I have 


brought you ſafe. [Giving bim Bills. 

Cler. Sen. Oh the damn'd Vice! That Women can 
imagine all Houſhold Care, regard to Poſterity, and 
fear of Poverty, mult be facrific'd to a Game at Cards 
——— Suppoſe ſhe had not had it to pay, and you 
had been capable of finding your Account another 
— * — 
Fain. That's but a Suppoſe 

C/er. Sen. I ſay, ſhe mult have comply'd with every 
thing you aſk'd 

Fain. But ſhe knows you never limit her Expences— 
I'll gain him from her for ever if I can 


[Ai de. 
Chr. Sen. With this you have repaid me two thou- 
ſand Pound, and if you did not refund thus honeſtly, I 
could not have fupply'd her — We muſt have 


parted. 
Fain. 
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Fain. Then you ſhall part if tother way 
fails. [ Aide] However, I can't blame your Fondneſs 
of her, ſhe has ſo many entertaining Qualities with her 
Vanity Then ſhe has ſuch a pretty unthinking 
Air, while ſh: ſaunters round a Room, and prattles 
Sentence 

Cler. Sen. That was her Turn from her Infancy, 
ſhe always had a great Genius for knowing every thing, 
but what it was neceſſary ſhe ſhould The Wits of 
the Age, the great Beauties, and ſhort-liv'd People of 
Vogue, were always her Diſcourſe and Imitation—— 
Thus the Caſe ſtood when ſhe went to France; but 
her fine Follies improv'd fo daily, that tho' I was then 
proud of her being call'd Mr. Clerimont's Wife, I am 
now as much out of Countenance to hear my ſelf call'd 
Mrs. Clerimont's Huſband, ſo much is the Superiority 
of her Side. | 

Fain. I am ſure if ever I gave my ſelf a little Liber- 
ty, I never found you fo indulgent. 

Cler. Sen. I ſhould have the whole Sex on my Back, 
ſhould I pretend to retrench a Lady ſo well viſited as 
mine 1s Therefore I muſt bring it about that it 
ſhall appear her own Act, if ſhe reforms; or elſe I ſhal] 
be pronounc'd Jealous, and have my Eyes pull'd out for 
being open But I hear my Brother Jack com- 
ing, who, I hope, has brought yours with him——— 
Hiſt, not a Word. 


Enter Captain Clerimont and Pounce. 


Cler. ] have found him out at laſt, Brother, and 
brought you the Obſequious Mr. Pounce, I ſaw him at a 
diſtance in a Crowd, whiſpering in their Turns with 
all about him le is a Gentleman ſo receiv'd, fo 
courred and ſo truſted—— 


Pountce 


N 
ST 
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Pounce. J am very glad if you ſaw any thing like that, 
if the Approbation of others can recommend me (where 
much more deſire it) to this Company 

Cher. Oh, the Civil Perfor —— But, dear 
Paunce, you know I am your profeſs'd Admirer ; I «l- 
ways celebrated you for your excellent Skill and Addreſs, 
for that happy Knowledge of the World, which makes 
you ſeem born for living with the Perſons you are with» 
where-ever you come New my Biother 
and I want your help in a Buſineſs that requires a 
little more Dexterity than we our ſelves are Maſters 
of. 

Prunce. You know, Sir, my Character is helping the 
Diſtreſs'd, which I do freely and without reſerve ; while 
others are ſor diſtinguiſhing rigidly on the Juſtice of the 
Occaſion, and ſo loſe the Grace of the Benefit 
Now, 'tis my Proſeſhon to afilt a Free -hearted young 
Fellow againft an unnatural long-liv'd Father —— —— 
to diſencumber Men of Pleaſure of the Vexation of 
unwieldy Eſtates, to ſupport a feeble Title to an Inhe- 
ritance, to — 

Cler. Sen. I have been well acquainted with your Me- 
rits ever ſince I ſaw you with ſo much Compaſſion 
prompt a ſtammering Witneſs in Yeftminſter-hall 
that wanted Inſtruction I love a Man that 
can venture his Ears with ſo much Bravery for his 
Friend 

Pounce. Dear Sir, ſpare my Modeſty, and let me know 
to what all this Panegyrick tends. 

Cler. Sen. Why, Sir, what I would fay is in behalf of 
my Brother the Captain here, whoſe Misfortune it is that 
I was born before him. 

Peunce. I am confident he had rather you ſhould have 
been ſo than any other Man in E ngland. 


Cllr. 


| 
| 
| 
a 
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C/er. You do me Juſtice, Mr. Pounce But, tho' 
tis to that Gentleman, I am ſtill a younger Brother, and 
you know we that are ſo, are generally condemn'd to 
Shops, Colleges, or Inns of Court. 

Pounce. But you, Sir, have eſcap'd 'em, you have 
been Trading in the Noble Mart of Glory 

Cler. That's true—But the General makes ſuch haſte 
to finiſh the War, that we Red-Coats may be ſoon out 
of Faſhion——and then I am a Fellow of the molt eaſy 
indolent Diſpoſition in the World; I hate all manner of 
Buſineſs. 

Pounce. A compos'd Temper, indeed! 

Cler. In ſuch a Caſe I ſhould have no way of Liveli- 
hood, but calling over this Gentleman's Dogs in the 


Country, drinking his Stale Beer to the Neighbourhood, 
or marrying a Fortune. 


Cler. Sen. To be ſhort, Pownce I am putting 
Fack upon Marriage, and you are ſo publick an Envoy, 


or rather Plenipotentiary, from the very different Na- 


tions of Cheapfide, Covent Garden, and St. Fames's; you 
have too the Mien and Language of each Place, ſo natu- 
rally, that you are the propereſt Inſtrument I know in 
the World, to help an honeſt young fellow to Favour 
in one of 'em, by Credit in the other. 

Pounce. By what I underſtand of your many Pre faces, 
Gentlemen, the purpoſe of all this is—— That it would 
not in the leaſt diſcompoſe this Gentleman's eaſy indo- 
lent Diſpoſition to fall into Twenty thouſand Pounds, 
tho" it came upon him never ſo ſuddenly. 

Cler. You are a very diſcerning Man How 
could you ſee ſo far through me, as to know I love a 
fine Woman, pretty Equipage, good Company and 2 


clean Habitation ? 


Pounce. Well tho' I am fo much a Conjurer 
What then ? 


Cler. Sen. 
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Cler, Sen. You know a certain Perſon, into whoſe 
Hands you now and then recommend a young Heir, to 
be reliev'd from the Vexation of Tenants, Taxes, and 
lo fort 

P.unce. What! My worthy Friend and City-Patron 
Hozekiah Yin, Banker in Lombard-/trcet, would the 
noble Captain lay any Sums in hi Hands? 

Cler. No But the noble Captain would have Trea- 
ſure out of his Hands You know his Niece. 

Pounce. To my Knowicdge ten thouſand Pounds in 
Money. 

Cler. Such a Stature, ſuch a blooming Countenance, ſo 
ealy a Shape 

Pounce. In Jewels of her Grandmother's Five thou- 
ſand 

Cler. Her Wit ſo lively, her Mien fo alluring ! 

Poxzcc. In Land a thouſand a Year. 

Cler. Her Lips have that certain Prominence, that 
ſwelling Softneſs that they invite to a Preſſure ; her 
Eyes that Languiſh, that they give Pain, tho' they look 
only inclin'd to Reſt Her whole Perſon, thatone 
Charm 

Pounce. Raptures! Raptures ! 

Cler. How can it, ſo inſenſibly to it ſelf, lead us 
through Cares it knows not, thro' ſuch a Wilderneſs 
of Hopes, Fears, Joys, Sorrows, Deſires, Deſpairs, Ex- 
taſies and Torments, with ſo {weet, yet fo anxious Vi- 
cillitude ! 

Pounce. Why I thought you had never ſeen her —— 

Cler. No more I han't. 

Pounce. Who told you then of her inviting Lips, her 
ſoft ſleepy Eyes 

Cler. You your felt 

Pounce. Sure you rave, I never ſpoke of her afore to 
you. 


Cer. 
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Chr., Why, you won't face me down —— Did you 
not juſt now ſay, ſhe had ten thouſand Pounds in Money, 
fve in Jewels, and a thouſand a Year? 

Peunce. J confeſs my own Stupidity and her Charms 
—— Why, if vou were to meet, you would certainly 
pleaſe her, vou have the Cant of Loving; but, pray, 
may we be free That young Gentleman — 

Cir. A very honeſt, modeſt Gentleman of my Ac- 
quaintance, one that has much more in him, than he 
appears to have, you ſhall know him better, Sir; this 
is Mr. Pownce. Mr. Pounce, this is Mr. Fain/ave ; I muſt 
deſire you to let him be known to you, and your 
Friends. 

Pounce. I ſhall be proud Well then, fince we 
may be free, you mult underſtand, the young Lady, by 
being kept from the Werld, has made a World of her 
own che has ſpent all her Solitude in reading Ro- 
mances, her Head is fall of Shepherds, Knights, Flowery 
Meads, Groves and Streams, ſo that if you talk like a 
Man of this World to her, you do nothing. 

Cler. Oh, let me alone I have been a great Tra- 
veller in Fairy-Land my ſelf, I know Groondates, Caſſun- 
dra, Afirea and Clelia are my intimate Acquaintance. 


Go my Heart's Envoys, tender Sighs make baſe, 
And with your Breath ſwell the ſoft Zephyr's Blaſt ; 
Then near that Fair One, if you chance to fly, 

Tell her in Whiſpers, "tis for her I die. 


Pounce. That would do, that would do —— her very 
Language. 
Cler. Sen. Why then, 4 Pounce, I know thou art 
the only Man living that can ſerve him. 
Pounce. Gentlemen, you muſt pardon me, I am ſolicit- 
ing the Marriage Settlement between her and a Country- 
Booby, 
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Booby, her Couſin Humphrey Gubbin, Sir Harry's Heir, 
who is come to Town to take Poſſeſſion of her. 

Cler. Sen, Well, all that I can fay to the Matter is, 
that a thouſand Pound on the Day of Fact's Marriage to 
her, is more than you'll get by the Diſpatch of thoſe Deeds, 

Pounce. Why, a thouſand Pound is a pretty Thing, 
eſpecially when 'tis to take a Lady fair out of the Hands 
of an obſtinate ill- bred Clown, to give her to a gentle 
Swain, a dying enamour'd Knight. 

Cler. Sen. Ay, dear Pounce —— conſider but that 
the Juſtice of the Thing. 

Pounce. Beſides, he is juſt come from the Glorious 
Blenheim ! Look ye, Captain, I hope you have learn'd 
an implicit Obedience to your Leaders. 

Cher. Tis all I know. | 

Pounce. Then, if I am to command —— make no one 
Step without me —— And ſince we may be free — I 
am alſo to acquaint you, there will be more Merit in 
bringing this Matter to bear than you imagine — Yet 
right Meaſures make all Things poſſible. 

Cler. We'll follow yours exactly. 

Pounce. But the great Matter againſt us is Want of 
Time, for the Nymph's Uncle, and 'Squire's Father 
this Morning met, and made an end of the Matter —— 
But the Difficulty of a Thing, Captain, ſhall be no Rea- 
ſon againſt attempting it. 

Cer. I have ſo great an Opinion of your Conduct, 
that I warrant you we conquer all. 

Paunce J am fo intimately employ'd by old Tiphin, 
and ſo neceſſary to him —— that I may, perhaps, puz- 
zle Things yet. 

Cler. Sen. I have ſeen thee cajole the Knave very 
dexterouſly. _ | 

Pounce. Why, really, Sir, generally ſpeaking, tis but 
knowing what a Man thinks of himſelf, and giving 
him 
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him that, to make him what elſe you pleaſe ———— 
Now Tipk:n is an abſolute Lombard-Street Wit, a Fellow 
that drolls on the Strength of Fifty thouſand Pounds : 
He is call'd on Change, Sly-Boots, and by the Force of 
a very good Credit, and very bad Conlcience, he is a 
leading Perſon : But we mult be quick, or he'll ſneer old 
Sir Harry out of his Senſes, and ſtrike up the Sale of his 
Niece immediately. 

Cler. But my Rival, what's he 

Pounce. T here's ſome Hopes there, for I hear the 
Booby is as averſe as his Father is inclin'd to it One 
is as obſtinate, as the other cruel, 

Cler. Sen. He 18, they ſay, a pert Blockkead, and very 
lively out of his Father's Sight. 

Pounce. He that gave me his Character, call'd him a 
docile Dunce, a Fellow rather abſurd, than a direct 
Fool When his Father's abſent, he'll purſue any 
Thing he's put upon But we mult not loſe Time 
Pray be you two Brothers at home to wait for any Notice 
from me — While that pretty Gentleman and I, whoſe 
Face I have known, take a Walk and look about for 
Young Lady [Al de 70 Feinhve. ] 

[ Exeunt- 


em —— $0, ſo 


Enter Sir Harry Gubbin and Tipkin. 


Sir Har. Look y', Brother Tiptin, as I told you before, 
my Buſineſs in Town is to diſpoſe. of an hundred Head 
of Cattle, and my Son. 

Tip. Brother Gu6bin, as I ſigniſied to you in my laſt, 
bearing Date September 13th, my Niece has a Thouſand 
Pound per Annum, and: becauſe I have found you a plain- 
dealing Man (particularly in the eaſy Pad you put into my 
Hands laſt Summer) I was willing you ſhould have the 
Refuſal of my Niece, provided. that I have a Diſcharge 

from 
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from all Retroſpects while her Guardian, and one thou- 
ſand Pounds for my Care. 

Sir Har. Ay, but Brother, you rate her too high, the 
War has fetch'd down the Price of Women : 'The whole 
Nation is over-run with Petticoats; our Daughters lye 
upon our Hands, Brother Tiptin; Girls are Drugs, Sir, 
mere Drugs. 

Tip. Look y', Sir Harry — Let Girls be what they 
will —— a thouſand Pound a Year, is a thouſand Pound 
a Year ; and a thouſand Pound a Year is neither Girl nor 
Boy. 

Sir Har. Look y', Mr. Tipkin, the main Article with 
me is, that Foundation of Wives Rebellion, and Huſ- 
band's Cuckoldom, that curled Pin-Money Five 
hundred Pound per Annum Pin Money. 

Tip. The Word Pin-Money, Sir Harry, is a Term 

Sir Har. It is a Term, Brother, we never had in our 
Family, nor ever will — Make her Jointure in Widow- 
hood accordingly large, but four hundred Pound a Year is 
enough to give no Account of. 

Tip. Well, Sir Herry, fince you can't ſwallow theſe 
Pins, I will abate to feur hundred Pounds. 

Sir Har. And to mollny the Article as well as 
ſpecify the Uſes, we'll put in the Names of ſeveral Fe- 
male Utenſils, as Needles, Knitting- Needles, Tape, 
Thread, Sciſſars, Bodkins, Fans, Play-Books, with o- 
ther Toys of that Nature. And now, ſince we have as 
good as concluded on the Marriage, it will not be impro- 
per that the young People ſee each other. 

Tip. 1 don't think it prudent 'till the very Inſtant of 
Marriage, leſt they ſhould not like one another. 

Sir Har. They ſhall meet —— As for the young Girl 
ſhe cannot diſlike Numps ; and for Numps, I never ſuf- 
fer'd him to have any Thing he lik'd in his Life. He'll 
be here immediately; he has been train'd. up from his 

Childhood 
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Childhood under ſuch a Plant as this in my Hand —— 
J have taken Pains in his Education. 

Tip. Sir Harry, | approve your Method; for ſince 
you have left off Hunting, you might otherwiſe want 
Exerciſe, and this is a ſubtle Expedient to preſerve your 
own Health, and your Son's good Manners. 

Sir Har. It has been the Cuſtom of the Gybbins to 
preſerve Severity and Diſcipline in their Families — I 
my ſelf was caned the Day before my Wedding. 

Tip. Ay, Sir Harry, had you not been well cudgelled 
in your Youth, you had never been the Man you are. 

Sir Har. You ſay right, Sir, now I feel the Benefit 
of —— There's a Crab-Tree near your Houſe which 
flouriſhes for the good of my Poſterity, and has bruſh'd 
our Jackets, from Father to Son, for ſeveral Genera- 
tions 

Tip. Iam glad to hear you have all Things neceſſary 
for the Family within your ſelves —— 

Sir Har. Oh, yonder, I ſee Numps is coming 
I have dreſs'd him in the very Suit I had on at my own 


Wedding; tis a moſt becoming Apparel! — 


Enter Humphry Gubbin. 


Tip. Truly, the Youth makes a good marriageable Fi- 
gure. 

Sir Har. Come forward, Numps, this is your Uncle 
Tipkin, your Mother's Brother, Numps, that is ſo kind 
as to beſtow his Niece upon you. (Don't be fo Glum, 
Sirrah) don't bow to a Man with a Face as if you'd knock 
him down, don't, Sirrah. [ Apart. 

Tip. I am glad to ſee you, Couſin Humpbry 
He is not talkative, I obſerve already. 

Sir Har. He is very ſhrewd, Sir when he pleaſes; 
Do youu ſee this Crab-flick, you Dag: [ Apart.) Well, 

Numps, 
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Numps, don't be out of Humqur. Will you talk? 
[ Apart.) Come, we're your Friends, Numps, come, 
Humpb. You are a pure Fellow for a Father. This 
is always your Tricks, to make a great Fool of one be- 
fore Company. [ Apart to his Father. 

Sir Har. Don't diſgrace me, Sirrab: You Grim Grace- 
leſs Rogue —[ Apart.) Brother, he has been bred 
up to Reſpect and Silence before his Parents — 
Yet did you but hear what a Noiſe he makes ſome- 
times in the Kitchen, or the Kennel, he's the loudeſt 
of 'em all. 

Tip. Well, Sir Harry, ane you aſſure me he can 
ſpeak, Il take your Word for it. 

Humph. J can ſpeak when I ſee Occaſion, and I can 
hold my Tongue when J ſee occaſion. 

Sir. Har. Well ſaid, Numps Sirrah, I ſee you tar 
do well, if you will. ¶ Apart.) 

Tip. Pray walk up to me, Couſin - Humpbry. 

Sir Har. Ay, walk to and fro between us with 

your Hat under your Arm. Clear up your Countenance 
[ Apart.] 
Tip. I ſee Sir Harry, you han't ſet him a Caper- 
ing under a French Dancing-Maſter: He does not 
mince it: He has not learn'd to walk by a Cou- 
rant, or a Borec—— His Paces are natural 
Sir Harry. 

Hump. I don't know, but tis ſo we walk in the Welt 
of England. 

Sir Har. Ay, right Numps, and ſo we do — 
Ha! ha! ha! Pray, Brother obſerve his Make, none of 
your Lath-back'd wiſhy waſhy Breed come 
hither, Naumps. Can't you ſtand flill? [ Apart. 

[ Meaſuring his Sboulders.] 


B Tip, 
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Tip. I preſume this is not the firſt time, Sir Harry, 
you have meaſur'd his Shoulders with your Cane. 


Sir Har. Look y', Brother, two Foot and an half in 
the Shoulders. 

Tip. Two Foot and an half? we muſt make ſome Set- 
tlement on the younger Children. 
Sir Har, Not like him, Quotha' ! 

Tip. He may ſee his Couſin when he pleaſes. 


Hump. But hark y', Uncle, I have a Scruple I had 
better mention before Marriage than after. 


Tip. What's that? What's that ? 

Hump. My Couſin, you know, is a-kin to me, and 
I don't think it lawful for a young Man to marry his own 
Relations. 

Sir Har. Hark y', hark y', Numps, we have got a 
way to folve all that: Sirrah ! Conſider this Cudgel ! 


Your Coufin ! ſuppoſe I'd have yeu Marry your Granamo- 
ther; what then? | Apart. 


Tip. Well, has your Father ſatisfy'd you in the Point, 
Mr. Humphry ? 

Hump. Ay, ay, Sir, very well: I have not the leaſt, 
Scruple remaining; no, no——not in the leaſt, Sir. 

Tip. Then hark y', Brother, we'll go take a Whet 
and ſettle the whole Affair. 
Sir Har. Come, we'll leave Numphs here—— — he 
knows the Way. Not marry your own Relations, Sirrah ! 
[Apart] [Exeunt. 

Hump. Very fine, very fine; How prettily this Park 
is ſteck'd with Soldiers, and Deer, and Ducks, and 


Ladies Ha! where are the old Fellows 
gone? where can they be tro —]'l aſk theſe 
People 


Enter 


£# 


The Accourluisn'p Fools. 27 


Enter Pounce and Fainlove. 


Hump. Ha, you prett young Gentleman, did you 
fee my Father? 

Fain. Your Father, Sir? 

Hump. A Weezel-fac'd croſs old Gentleman with 
Spindle-Shanks ? 

Fain. No, Sir. 

Hump. A Crab-Tree Stick in his Hand? 
 Pounce. We han't met any Body with theſe Marks, 
but ſure I have ſeen you before Are not you 
Mr. Humphrey Gubbin, Son and Heir to Sir Henry 
Gubbin? 

Hump. I am his Son and Heir— —But how 
long I ſhall be ſo I can't tell, for he talks every Day of 
Dilinheriting me. 

Pounce. Dear Sir, let me _ you——— Nay 
don't be offended if I take the Liberty to kiſs you; Mr, 
Fainlove, pray [Fainlove Ii e,] kiſs the Gentleman 
Nay, dear Sir, don't ſtare and be ſurpriz'd, for I have 
had a delire to be better known to you ever ſince I ſaw 
you one Day clinch your Fiſt at your Father, when his 
Back was turn'd upon you —Por I muſt own [ 
very muck admire a young Gentleman of Spirit. 

Hump. Why, Sir, would it not vex a Man to the 
Heart, to have an old Fool ſnubbing a Body every Mi- 
nute afore Company 

Pounce. Oh fy, he uſes you like a Boy. 

Hump. Like a Boy! He lays me on now and thens 
as if I were one of his Hounds Vou can't think what 
a Rage he was in this Morning, becauſe I boggled a little 
at Marrying my own Couſin. 

Pounce. A Man can't be too crupulqw, Mr. Hun- 


bi, a Man cad t be too ſcrupulous 
| 2 kurs 
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Hump. Sir, I could as ſoon love my own Fleſh and 
Blood; we ſhould ſquabble like Brother and Siſter ; do 
you think we ſhould not? Mr. Pray, Gentlemen; 
may I crave the Favour of your Names ? | 

Pounte. Sir, I am the very Perſon that have been em- 
ploy'd to draw up the Articles of Marriage between you 
and your Couſin. 

Hump. Ay, ſay you ſo? Then you can inform me in 
ſome things concerning my ſelf—————Pray, Sir, what 
Eſtate am I Heir to ? 

Pounce. To Fifteen Hundred Pound a Year, an in- 
fail'd Eſtate —— —— 

Hump. 1 am glad to hear it with all my Heart; and 
can you ſatisfy me in another Queſtion——Pray how 
Old am I at preſent ? | 

Pounce. Three and twenty laſt March. 

Hump. Why, as ſure as you are there, they have 
kept me back. I have been told by ſome of the Neigh- 
*bourhood, that I was born the very Year the Pigeon- 
Houſe was built, and every Body knows the Pigeon- houſe 
is three and twenty Why? I find there has been 
Tricks play'd me. I have obey'd him all along, as if | 
had been oblig'd to it. 

Pounce. Not at all, Sir ; your Father can't cut you out 
of one Acre of Fifteen hundred Pound a Year. 

Hump. What a Fool havel been to give him his Head 
ſo long 

Pounce. A Man of your Beauty and Fortune may find | 
out Ladies enough that are not a- kin to you. 

Hump. Look y', Mr. what d'ye call As to my 
Beauty, I don't know but they may take a liking to that 
hut, Sir, may'nt I crave your Name? 

Pounce. My Name, Sir, is bo K at your Service. 

Hump. Pounce, with a P 

Pounce. Yes, Sir, and Samuel * "y . 8 


Hung. 


- 8 * 


Accompliſhments 


I have i Mr. Humphr); but, dear Friend, I muſt 
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Hump. Why then Mr. Samuel Pounce, do you know 
any Gentlewoman that you think 1 could like? For, 
to tell you truly, I took an Antipathy to my Couſin, ever 
ſince my Father propos'd her to me And fince 
every Body knows I came up to be married, I don't 
care to go down, and look balk'd. 

Pounce. I have a Thought juſt come into my Head 
Do you ſee this young Gentleman? He has a 
Siſter a prodigious Foitune——"Faith you two ſhall be 
acquainted 

Fain. I can't pretend to expect ſo accompliſh'd a 
Gentleman as Mr. Hwmphry for my Siſter, but being your 
Friend, I'll be at his Service in the Affair. 

Hump. If I had your Sitter, ſhe and I ſhould live like 
two Turtles. 

Pounce. Mr. Humphry, you ſhan't be fool'd any longer, 
Fil carry you into Company; Mr. Fainlove, you ſhall 
introduce him to Mrs. Clerimont Toilet. 

Jain. She'll be highly taken with him for ſhe loves 
a Gentleman, whoie Manner is particular. 

Pounce. What, Sir, a Perſon of your Pretenſions, a 
clear Eftate, no Portions to pay! Tis barbarous, your 
Treatment Mr. Humphry, l'm afraid you want 
Money — There's for bu — What, a Man of your 


[Giving a Purſe, 

Hump. And yet you ſee, Sir, how they uſe me 
Dear Sir, you are the belt Friend I ever met within all 
my Lite Now I am fluſh of Money, bring me to 
your Siſter, and I warrant you for my Behaviour 
A Man's quite another thing with Money in his Pocket 
you know. -» 

Peunce. How little the Oaf wonders why I ſhould give 
him Money ! You ſhall never want, Mr. Humphry, while 


B 3 take 
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take my leave of you, I have ſome extraordinary Bu 
fineſs on my Hands. I can't ſtay: But you mult not 
ſay a Word | 

Fain. But you muſt be in the Way half an Hour hence, 
and lil introduce you at Mrs. Clerimont's. 

Pounce. Make em believe you are willing to have your 
Couſin Bridget, till Opportunity ſerves; Farewel, dear 
Friend. [Ex. Pounce and Fain, 
Hump. Farewell, good Mr. Samuel Pounce But 
let's ſee my Caſh "tis very true, the old Saying, 
a Man meets with more Friendſhip from Strangers, than 
his own Relations Let's ſee my Caſh, 1, 2, 3, 4» 
there on that ſide——»—1, 2, 3, 4, on that ſide; 'tis 4 
fooliſh thing to put all ones Money in one Pocket, "i 
like a Man's whole Eſtate in one Country Theſe five 
in my Fob———]'ll keep theſe in my Hand, leſt I 
ſhould have a preſent Occaſion —— But this Town's full 
of Pick-pockety——1'll go home again. 


[Exit billing. 


” 


ECT 1 SCENE I. 


Enter Pounce and Captain Clerimont with his Arm 
in a Scarf. 


Pounce. OU are now well enough inſtructed both 
in the Aunt and Niece to form your Be- 

haviour. 
Cler. But to talk with her apart is the great mat- 


ter. 
: Pounce. 
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Pounce. Theantiquated Virgin has a mighty Affecta- 
tion for Youth, and is a great Lover of Men and Mo- 
ney —— —— One of theſe, at leaſt, I am ſure 1 can 
gratify her in, by turning her Pence in the Annuities, 
or the Stocks of one of the Companies; ſome way or other 
Ft find to entertain her, and engage you with the young 
Lady. | 

Cler. Since that is her Ladyſhip's turn, ſo buſy and 
fine a Gentleman as Mr. Paunce muſt needs be in ber 
good Graces. 

Peunte. So ſhall you too gut you muſt not 
be ſeen with me at firlt Meeting, I'll dog em while you 
watch at a Diſtance. [Exeunt. 


Enter Aunt aud Niece. 


Niece. Was it not my Gallant that whiſtled ſo charm- 
ingly in the Parlour, before he went out this Morning? 
He's a moſt accompliſh'd Cavalier. 

Aunt. Come, Niece, come You don't do well 
to make Sport with your Relations, eſpecially with a2 
young Gentleman that has ſo much kindneſs for you. | 

Nicce. Kindneſs for me! What a Phraſe is there to 
expreſs the Darts and Flames, the Sighs and Languiſhings 
of an expecting Lover! 

Hunt. Pray, Niece, forbear this idle Traſh, and talk 
like other People. Your Coulin Hnphiy will be true 
and hearty in what he ſays, and that's a great deal better 
than the Talk and Compliment of Romances. 

Niece Good Madam, don't wound my Ears with ſuch 
Expreſſions ; do you think I can cver love a Man that's 
true and hearty ! What a Peaſant like Amour do theſe 
coarſe Words import? True and hearty | pray, Aunt, en- 
deavour a little at the Embelliſhment of your Style. 

B4 Aunt. 
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Aunt. Alack-a-day, Coufin Biday, thele idle Romances 
ve quite turn'd your Head. 

"Niece. How often muſt I deſire you, Madam, to lay 
aſide that familiar Name, Couſin Biddy? I never hear it 
without bluſhing————Did you ever meet with an 
Heroine in thoſe idle Romances as you call 'em, that 
was term'd Biday? 

Aunt. Ah! Couſin, Couſin ——Theſe are meer Va- 
Fours, indeed Nothing but Vapours— 

Miece. No, the Heroine has always ſomething ſoft and 
engaging in her Name Something that gives us a 
"Notion of the ſweetneſs of her Beauty and Behaviour. 
A Name that glides through half a dozen tender Sylla- 
bles, as Eliſnunda, Clidamira, Deidamia, that runs upon 
Vowels of the Tongue, not hifling through one's Teeth» 
or breaking them with Conſonants——"T'is ſtrange Rude- 
neſs, thoſe familiar Names they give us, when there is 
Aurelia, Sachariſia, Gloriana, for People of Condition; 
and Celia, Chliris, Corinna, Mopſa, for their Maids and 
thoſe of lower Rank. 

Aunt. Look y', Biddy, this is not to be ſupported = 
I know not where you learn'd this Nicety ; but I ean 
tell you, forſooth, as much as you deſpiſe it, your Mo- 
ther was a Bridget afore you, and an excellent Houlſe- 


wife. 
Niece. Good Madam, don't upbraid me with my Mo- 


ther Bridget, and an excellent Houſewife. 

Hunt. Yes, I ſay, ſhe was, and ſpent her time in bet- 
ter Learning than you ever did——not in reading of 
Fights and Battles of Dwarfs and Giants ; but in writing 
out Receipts for Broths, Poſſets, Caudles and Surfeit- 
Waters, as became a good Country Gentlewoman. | 

Niece. My Mother, and a Bridget 2 

Aunt. Yes, Niece, I ſay again your Mother, my Siſter, 
was a Bridget! the Deoghtvr of her Mother Margery, 

of 
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of her Mother S/), of her Mother Alice. 

Niece. Have you no Mercy? Oh the barbarous Se- 
nealogy ! 

Aunt. Of her Mother Winifred, of her Mother Joan. 

Niece. Since you will run on, then I muſt needs tell 
you I am not ſatisfy'd in the point of my Nativity. Ma- 
ny an Infant has been plac'd in a Cottage with obſcure 
Parents, till by chance ſome ancient Servant of the Fa- 
mily has known it by its Marks. 

Aunt. Ay, you had beſt be ſearch'd That's 
like your calling the Winds the fanning Gales, before I 
don't know how much Company, and the Tree that 
was blown by it, had, forſooth, a Spirit impriſon'd in 
the Trunk of it. 

Niece. Ignorance ! 

Aunt. Then a Cloud this Morning had a flying Dra- 
gon in it. | 

Niece. What Eyes had you, that you could ſee nothing ? 
For my Part I look upon it to be a Prodigy, and expect 
ſomething extraordinary will happen to me before Night 
But you have a groſs Reliſh of things. What 
noble Deſcriptions in Romances had been loſt, if the 
Writers had been Perſons of your Gouſt? 

Aunt. I wiſh the Authors had been hang'd, and their 
Books burnt, before you had ſeen 'em. 

Niece. Simplicity! 

Aunt. A parcel of improbable Lies. 

Niece. Indeed, Madam, your Rallery is coarſe 

Aunt. Fit only to corrupt young Girls, and fill their 
Heads with a thouſand fooliſh Dreams of I don't know 
what, | 

Niece. Nay, now, Madam, you grow extravagant. 

Aunt. What I ſay is not to vex but advite you for 
your Good. 

Niece. What, to burn Philacles, Artaxeres, Orcondates,. 


B 5 and. 
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and the reſt of the Heroick Lovers, and take my Coun- 
try-Pooby, Couſin Humphry, for an Huſband '! 

Aunt. Oh Dear, Oh dear, Biddy ! Pray, good Dear, 
learn to act and ſpeak like the reſt of the World; come, 
come, you ſhall marry your Couſin and live comfor- 
tably. 

Niece. Live comfortably! What kind of Life is that ? 
A great Heireſs live comfortably! Pray, Aunt, learn 
to raiſe your Ideas What is it, I wonder, tc live 
comfortably ? 

Aunt. Tolive comfortably, is to live with Prudence 


and Frugality, as we do in Lombard-Street. 
Nirce. As we do That's a fine Life indeed, 


with one Servant of each Sex Let's fee how many 
things our Coachman is good for — He rubs dotvn 
his Horſes, lays the Cloth, whets the Knives, and 


Fmetimes makes Beds. 

Junk. A good Servant ſhou'd turn his Hand to every 
thing in a Family. 

Niece. Nay, there's not a Creature in our Family, 
that has not two or three different Duties; as Jobn is 
Butler, Footman, and Coachman; ſo Mary is Cook, 
Laundreſs, and Chamber-mail. 

Aunt. Well, and do you laugh at that? 

Niece. No—- not I—————nor at the 
Coach-Horſes, tho' one has an ealy Trot for my Un- 
cle's Riding, and tother an eaſy Pace for your Side- 


Saddle 
Aunt. And ſo you jeer at the good Management of 


your Relations, do you ? 

Niece. No, I'm well ſatisfled that all the Houſe are 
Creatures of Buſineſs, but indeed, was in hopes that 
my poor little Lap-Dog might have liv'd with me 
upon my Fortune without an Employment, but my 


Uncle threatens every Day to make him a Turn- 
ſrt, 
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ſpit, that he tao, in his Sphere, may help us to live 
comfortably 

Aunt. Hark y', Couſin Biday. 

7ece. IJ vow I'm out of Countenance, when our 

Butler, with his careful Face, drives us all ſtowed in 
a Chariot drawn by one Horſe ambling, and Yother 
trotting with his Proviſions behind for the Family» 
from Saturday Night 'till Monday Morning, bound for 
Hach Then we make a comfortable Figure, 
indeed. | 

Aunt. So we do. and fo will you always, if you mar- 
ry your Couſin Humphry—— 

Niece. Name not the Creature. 

Aunt. Creature! What, your own Couſin a Creature ? 

Niece. Oh! let's be going, I ſee yonder another 
Creature that does my Uncle's Law-Buſineſs, and 
has, I believe, made ready the Deeds, thoſe barbarous 
Deeds ! | 

Aunt. What, Mr. Paunce a Creature too! Nay, now 
I'm ſure your're Ignorant——You ſhall ſtay, and you'll 
karn more Wit from him in an hour, than in a thouſand 
of your fooliſh Books in an Age - Your Servant 
Mr. Pounce. 


Enter Pounce. 


Pounce. Ladies, J hope I don't interrupt any privats 
Diſcourſe. 

Aunt. Not in the leaſt, Sir. 

Peunce. I ſhould, be loth to be eſleem'd one of thoſe, 
who think they have a Privilege of mixing in all Com- 
panies, without any Buſineſs, but to- bring forth a loud 
Laugh, or vain Jeſt. | | 

Niece. He talks with the Mien and Gravity of a Pa- 
ladin. LÜAliae. 

B 6 Pounce. 


2 
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Pounce, Madam, I bought the other Day at three and 
an half, and fold at Seven 
Aunt. Then pray, Sir, ſell for me in time. Niece, 
mind him; he has an infinite deal of Wit—— 
Pounce. This that I ſpeak of was for you 
I never neglect ſuch Opportunities to ſerve my 


Friends. 
_ Aunt. Indeed, Mr. Pounce, you are J proteſt, with- 


cut flattery, the wittieſt Man in the World. 


Pounce. J aſſure you, Madam, I faid laſt Night be- 
fore an hundred Head of Citizens, that Mrs. Ber ſpcba 
Tipkin was the moſt Ingenious young Lady in the 


. Liberties. 


Aunt. Well, Mr. Pounce, you are fo facetious 
But you are always among the great Ones Tis no 
wonder you have it. 

" Niece. Idle! Idle 


Pounce. But, Madam, you know Alderman Gri(y- 


Gua, he's a notable joking Man Well, ſeys 
he, here's Mrs. Berſheba's Health she's my 
Miſtreſs. | 


Aunt. That Man makes me ſplit my Sides with 


Laughing, he's ſuch a Wag (Mr. Pounce Pretends 
Grey-Gooſe ſaid all this, but I know 'tis his own Wit, for 
he's in love with me). [ Afr. 

Peunce. But, Madam, there' SA certain Affair I ſhould 
communicate to you. | [ Apart, 

Aunt. Ay, 'tis certainly ſo— He wants to break his 
Mind to me. [ Captain Clerimont paſſing. 

Pounce. Oh, Mr. Clerimont, Mr. Clerimont—— Ladies, 
Pray let me introduce this young Gentleman, he's my 
Friend, a Youth of great Virtue and Goodneſs, for all 
he is in a red Coat. 


Aunt, If he's your Friend, we need not doubt his 
Virtue. 


Cher. 


- 
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Cher. Ladies, you are taking the cool Breath of the 


Morning. 
Niece. A pretty Phraſe. [Afae. 
Aunt, That's the pleaſanteſt Time this warm Wea- 
ther. 


Cler. Oh. 'tis the Seaſon of the Pearly Dems, and 
gentle Zephyrs. 

Niece. Ay! pray mind that again, Aunt. [Aa. 

Pounce. Shan't we repoſe our ſelves on yonder Seat, I 
love improving Company, and to communicate. 

Aunt. "Tis certainly ſo — He's in love with me, 
and wants Opportunity to tell me ſo——1 don't care 
if we do——He's a moſt ingenious Man. 
| [Exeunt Aunt and Pounce- 

Cher. We enjoy here, Madam, all the pretty Land- 
ſkips of the Country, without the Pains of going 
thither, 

"Niece. Art and Nature are in a Rivalry, or rather 
a Confederacy, to adorn this beauteous Park with all 
the agreeable Variety of Water, Shade, Walks and 


Air. What can be more charming than theſe flowery 


Lawns? 

Cler. Or theſe gloomy Shades 

Niece. Or theſe embroider'd Vallie 

C/:r. Or that tranſparent Stream? | | 

Niece. Or theſe bowing Branches on the Banks of it, 
that ſeem to admire their own Beauty in the Cryſtal 
Mirrour ? 

Cler. I am ſurpriz'd, Madam, at the Delicacy of 
your Phraſe-— Can ſuch Expreſſions come from 
Lombard Street? | 

Niece. Alaſs ! Sir, what can be expected from an in- 
nocent Virgin, that has been immur'd almoſt one and 
twenty Years from the Converſation of Mankind, un- 
der the care of an Urganaa of an 4unt ? 


Cler. 
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Cler. Bleſs me, Madam, how have yon been abus'd ! 
Many a Lady before your Age has had an hundred 
Lances broken in her Service, and as many Dragons cut 
to Pieces in Honour of her 


Niece. Oh, the charming Man ! [All. 

C/er. Do you believe Pamela was one and twenty be- 
fore ſhe knew Muſidorus ? 

Niece. I could hear him ever ——— [4j4e. 


» Cir. A Lady of your Wit and Beauty might have gi- 
ven Occaſion for a whole Romance in Folio before that 
Age. 

Niece. Oh; the Powers! Who can he be? Oh, Youth 
unknown ! But let me in the firſt Place, know whom I 
talk to, for, Sir, I am wholly unacquainted both with 
your Perſon, and your Hiſtory You ſeem, in- 
deed, by your Deportment, and the diſtinguiſhing 
Mark of your Bravery which you bear, to have been 
in a Conflict — May I not know what .crue] 
Beauty cbliged you to ſuch Alventures, till ſhe pitied 
you? | 
Cler. Oh, the pretty Coxcomb ! LA ide. 
Oh, Blenheim, Blenheim! Oh, Cordelia, Cordelia ! 

NMiece. You mention the Place of Battle 
I would fain hear an exact Deſcription of i. 
Our publick Papers are ſo defective, they don't ſo much 
as tell us how the Sun roſe on that glorious Day 
Were there not a great many Flights of Vultures before 
the Battle began ? 

Cr. Oh, Madam, they have eaten up half my Ac- 


quaintance, 

Niece. Certainly never Birds of Prey were To fea- 
ſted ———— by report, they might have lived half a 
Year on the very Legs and Arms our Troops left behind 


'em. 


Cler, 
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Cler. Had we not fought near a Wood, we ſhould 
ne'er have got Legs enough to have come home upon. 
The TJoiner of the Foot-Guards has made his Fortune 
by it. 

Niece. J ſhall never forgive your Genera 
He has put all my ancient Heroes out of Countenance, he 
has pull'd down Cyrus and Alexander, as much as Loris 
le Grand But your own Part in that Action? 

Cler. Only that flight hurt, for the Aftrologer ſaid at 
my Nativity Nor Fire, nor Sword, nor Pike, 
nor Muſquet ſhall deſtroy this Child, let him but avoid 
fair Eyes But, Madam, mayn't I crave the Name 
of her that has captivated my Heart? 

Niece. J can't gueſs whom you mean by that De- 
ſcription z but if you aſk my Name I muft 
conſeſs you put me upon Revealing what I always 
Leep as the greateſt Secret I have ———— for would 
you believe it — they have call'd me 
J don't know how to own it, but they have call'd me 
—— Bridport. 

Cler. Bridget ? 

Niece. Bridget. 

Cler. Bridget? 

Niece. Spare my Confuſion, F beſeech you, Sir, and 
if you have occaſion to mention me, let it be by Parthe- 
ziſſa, for that's the Name J have aſſum'd ever ſince I 
came to Years of Diſcretion. 

Cl:r. The inſupportable Tyranny of Parents, to fix 
Names on helpleſs Infants, which they muſt bluſh at all 
their Lives after ! I don't think there's a Surname in the 
World to match it. 

Niece. No! what do you think of Tiptin? 

Cler. Tipkin ! Why, I think if I was a young Lady 
that had it, I'd part with it immediately. 

Niece. Pray how would you get rid of it? 


Chr. 
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Cler. I'd change it for another —— I could recom- 
mend to you three very pretty Syllables——What do 
you think of C/erimont ? 

Nizce. Clerimont ! Clerimont ! Very well — But what 
Right have I to it? 

Cler. If you will give me leave, I'Il put you in Poſ- 
ſeſſion of it. By a very few Words I can make it over 
to you, and your Children after you. 

Niece. Oh, fy! Whither are you running ! You know 
a Lover ſhould figh in private, and languiſh whole 
Years before he reveals his Paſſion; he ſhould retire 
into ſome ſolitary Grove, and make the Woods and wild 
Beaſts his Confidents You ſhould have told it to the 
Echo half a Year before you had diſcover'd it, even to 
my Hand-maid. And yet belides to talk to me 
of Children——Did you ever hear of an Heroine with 
a Big belly? 

Cher. What can a Lover do, Madam; now the Race 

of Giants is extinct? Had 1 lived in thoſe Days, there 
had not been a Mortal ſix Foot high, but ſhould have 
own'd Partheniſator the Paragon of Beauty, or meaſur'd 
his length on the Ground Partiheniſſa ſhould have 
been heard by the Brooks and Defarts at Midnight. 
the Echo's Burden, and the River's Murmur. 
Niece. That had been a Golden Age, indeed! But ſee 
my Aunt has left her grave Companion, and is com- 
ing towards us I command you to leave 
me. 

Cler. Thus Qroondates, when Statira diſmiſs'd him 
her Preſence, threw himſelf at her Feet, and implor'd 


Permiſſion but to live. I ering to Kncel, 
Niece. And thus Statira raiſed him from the Earth, 
permitting him to live and love. LExit. Cler. 


Enter 
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Enter Aunt. 


Aunt. Is not Mr. Pounce' s Converſation very improv- 
ing, Niece ? 

Niece. Is not Clerimont a very pretty Name, Aunt? 

Aunt. He has ſo much Prudence. 

Nizce. He has ſo much Gallantry. 

Amt. So ſententious in his Expreſſions. 

Mece. So poliſh'd in his Language! 

Aunt. All he ſays, is, methinks, ſo like a Sermon. 

Micce. All he ſpeaks ſavours of Romance. 

Aunt. Romance, Niece? Mr. Pouncee What favours 
of Romance ? 

Niece. No, I mean his Friend, the accompliſh'd Mr. 
Clirimont. 

Aunt. Fy, for one of your Years to commend a young 
Fellow. ! 
| Niece. One of my Years is mightily governed by Ex- 
ample! You did not diſſike Mr. Pounce. 

Aunt. What, cenſorious too? I find there is no truſt- 
ing you out of the Houſe A Moment's freſh Air 
does but make you ſtill the more in love with Strangers, 
and deſpiſe your own Relations. 

Niece. J am certainly by the Power of an Inchant- 
ment plac'd among you, but I hope I this Morning em- 
ploy'd one to ſeek Ad ventures, and break the Charm. 

Aunt Vapours, Biddy, indeed] Nothing but Vapours 
Couſin Humphry ſhall break the Charm. 

Niece. Name him not Call me ſtill Biddy, rather 
than name that Brute, [Exeunt Aunt and Niece» 


4 


Cier. A perfect Quixote in Petticoats! I tell thee, 
Pounce, ſhe governs her (elf wholly by Romance ——— 
It 


Enter Captain Clerimont and Pounce. 
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It has got into her very Blood She ſtarts by Rule, 
and bluſhes by Example Could I but have pro- 
duc'd one Inſtance of a Lady's complying at firſt Sight, 
I ſhould have gain'd her Promiſe on the Spot ———— 
How am I bound to curſe the cold Conſtitutions of the 
Philoclea's and Statira's I am undone for want of Pre- 
cedents. 

Pounce. I am ſure T labour'd hard to favour your 
Conference; and ply'd the old Woman all the while 
with ſomething that tickled either her Vanity or her 
Covetouſneſs; I conſider'd all the Stocks, old and 
new Company, her own Complexion and Youth Partners 
for Sword-Blades, Chamber of Londen, Banks for Chari- 
ty, and Mine-Adventures, till ſhe told me J had the Re- 
pute of the moſt facetious Man that ever came to Garra- 
way's For you muſt know public: Knaves and 
Stock-Jobbers paſs for Wits at her End of the Town, ay 
common Cheats and Gameſters do at yours. 

Cler. I pity the Drudgery you have gone through, 
but what's next to be done towards getting my pretty 
Heroine ? 

Pounce. What ſhould next be done, in ordinary Me- 
thod of Things — You have ſeen her, the next regular 
Approach is, that you cannot ſubſiſt a Moment, without 
ſending forth muſical Complaints of your Misfortune by 
way of Serenade. 

Cler. I can nick you there, Sir — I have a Scribbling- 
Army-Friend, that has writ a triumphant, rare, noiiy 
Song, in honour of the Jate Victory, that will hit the 
Nymph's Fantaſque to a Hair, I'll get every Thing ready 
as ſoon as poſſible. 

Ponce. While you are pl iy ing upon the Fort, Dll be 
within, and obſerve what Execution you do, and give 
you àntelligence accordingly. 


Cer. 
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Cler. You muſt have an Eye upon Mr. Humphry, 
while I fred the Vanity of Partbeniſſa For I am 
ſo experienc'd in theſe Matters that I know none but 
Coxcombs think to win a Woman by any deſert of their 
own No, it muſt te done rather by complying 
with {ome prevailing Humour of your Mitre, than. 
exerting any good Quality in your ſellf. 


"Tis not the Lover's Merit wins the Field, 
But ts themſelves alone the Brau tecus yield.- 
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ACT HI. SCENE IL 


Enter Mr:. Clerimont, Fainlove (carrying her 
Lap-Dag) and Jenny. 


Jen. Adam, the Footman that's recommended to 
you is below, if your Ladyſhip will pleaſe 
to take him. 

Mrs. C/:r. Oh, ſy ; don't believe I'll think ont — 
It is impoſiible he ſhould be good for any Thing 
The Exglich are fo ſaucy with their Liberty I'll 
have all my lower Servants French There cannot 
be a good Footman born out of an abſolute Monar- 
chy 

Fen. I am beholden to your Ladyſhip, for believing ſo 
well of the Maid-Servants in Eng/arg. 

Mrs. C/er. Indeed, Jenny, I could wiſh thou wert 
really French : For thou art plain Exg/iſs in ſpite of 

Example 


— ——e — — 
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Example —— Your Arms do but hang on, and you 
move perfectly upon Joints. Not with a Swim of 
the whole Perſon ———— But I am talking to you, and 
have not adjuſted my ſelf to-day : What pretty Company 
a Glaſs is, to have another ſelf ? {Kiſſes the Dog) The 
Converſe in Soliloquy! To have Company that never 
contradicts or diſpleaſes us! The pretty viſible Echo of 
our Actions ( Kiſſes the Dog) How eaſy too it is to be 
diſencumber'd with Stays, where a Woman has any Thing 
like Shape, if no Shape, a good Air — But I look belt 
when I'm talking, 
= Ke the Lap-Dog in Fainlove's Arms. 
Fen. You always look well. 
Mrs. Cler. For I'm always talking, you mean ſo, that 
d?quiets thy ſullen Engliſo Temper, but I don't really 
look ſo well when I am filent If I do but offer to 
ſpeak — Then I may ſay that — Oh, bleſs me, 
Fenny, Tam ſo pale, I am afraid of my ſelf —— I have 
not laid on half red enough What a Dough-bak'd 
Thing was I before I improv'd my ſelf, and trave'd 
for Beauty However, my Face is very prettily de- 
ſign'd to day. | 

Fain. Indeed, Madam, you begin to have ſo fine 
- Hand, that you are younger every Day than o- 
ther. 

Mrs. Cler. The Ladies abroad us'd to call me Madamoi- 
ſelle Titian, I was ſo famous for my Colouring; but pr'y- 
thee, Wench, bring me my black Eye-brows, out of the 
next Room. 

Jen. Madam, I have 'em in my Hand. 

Fain. It would be bappy for all that are to ſee you 
to-day, if you could change your Eyes too. 

Mrs. Cler. Gallant enough No, hang it, Pl! wear 


theſe I have on, this Mode of Viſage takes mightily, I 
had three Ladies laſt Week came over to my Complexi- 
| on 


— 7 — — 
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on —— I think to be a fair Women this Fortnight, till 
I find I'm ap'd too much - I believe there are an hum 


dred Copies of me already. 

Jen. Dear Madam, won't your Ladyſhip pleaſe to let 
me be of the next Countenance you leave off ? 

Mrs. Cler. You may, Jenny but I aſſure you 
it is a very pretty Piece of Ill- nature, for a Woman that 
has any Genius for Beauty, to obſerve the ſervile Imita- 
tion of her Manner, her Motion, her Glances, and her 
Smiles. 

Fain. Ay, indeed, Madam, nothing can be ſo ridicu- 
lous as to imitate the inimitable. 

Mrs. Cler. Indeed, as you ſay, Fainlove, the French 
Mien is no more to be learn'd, than the Language, 
without going thither 'Then again to ſee ſome 
poor Ladies who have Clowniſh, Penurious, Eugliſb 
Huſbands, turn and torture their old Clothes into ſo 
many Forms, and dye 'em into ſo many Colours, to 
follow me —— What ſay'ſt, Jenny? What ſay'ſt? Not a 


Word:? 

Fen. Why, Madam, all that I can ſay 

Mrs. Cler. Nay, I believe, Jenny, thou haſt nothing 
to ſay any more than the reſt of thy Country-Wo- 
men The Spleneticks ſpeak juſt as the Weather lets 
'em They are mere talking Barometers —— Abroad 
the People of Quality go on ſo eternally, and ſtill go on, 
and are Gay and entertain ——C— In England Diſ- 
courſe is made up of nothing but Queſtion 2 and An- 
{wer I was Yother Day at a Viſit, w ere there 
was a profound Silence, for, I believe, the third ran of 


a Minute. 

Fen. And your Ladyſhip there? 

Mrs. Cler. They infected me with their Dullneſs, 
who can keep up their good Humour at an Eng/ifþ 


Viſit —— They fit as at a Funeral, filent in the midſt 
of 
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of many Candles — One, perhaps, alarms the Room — 
"Tis very cold Weather — then all the Mute play their 
Fans "till ſome other Queſtion happens, and then 
the Fars go off again 

Boy. Madam, your Spinet-Maſter is come. 

Mrs. Cler. Bring him in, he's very pretty Com- 
pany. 

Fain. His Spinet is, he never ſpeaks himſelf. 

Mrs. Cler. Speak Simpleton ! What then, he keeps out 
Silence, does not he — Oh, Sir, you muſt forgive me, 
J have been very idle Well, you pardon me (Maſter 
bows ——) Did you think I was perfect in the Song —— 
(Bows) but pray let me hear it once more. 

[Let us ſee it — Reads. 


SON G. 


With fludied Airs, and prafiisd Smiles, 
Flavia my rviſb'd Heart beguiles : 

The Charms we make, are ours alone, 
Nature's Works are not cur own; 


Her feilful Hand gives eo'ry Grace, 
And fhows her Fancy in her Face, 
She feeds with Art an am'rous Rage, 
Nor fears the Force of coming Age. 


You ſing ® very well; but I confeſs, I wiſh you'd give 
more into the French Manner. 
Obſerve me hum it, A-la-Frangoiſe. 


With ſtudied Airs, &c. 


The whole Perſon, every Limb, every Nerve fings —— 


the Engliſb Way is only being for that Time a mere 
Muſical 
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Muſical Inſtrument, juſt ſending forth a Sound without 
knowing they do fo —— Now TI! give you a little 
of it, like an Engliþ Woman — You are to ſuppole 
I've deny'd you twenty Times, look'd filly, and all 
that Then with Hands and Face inſenſible —— I 
| have a mighty Cold. 


With ſtudied, &c. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, Captain C/erimont, and a very ſtrange 
Gentleman, are come to wait on you. 

Mrs. Cler. Let him and the very ſtrange Gentleman 
come in. 


Fain. Oh! Madam, that's the Country Gentleman I 
was telling you of. 


Enter Humphry and Captain Clerimont. 


Fiin. Madam, may I do my ſelf the Honour to re- 
commend Mr. Gubin, Son and Heir to Sir Harry Gu6- 
| bin, to your Ladyſhip's Notice: 

Mrs. Cler. Mr. Gubbin, J am extremely pleaſed with 
your Suit, *tis Antique, 2nd originally from France. 

Humph. It is always lock'd up, Madam, when I'm in 
the Country. My Father prizes it mightily. 

Mrs. Cler. Twould make a very pretty dancing Suit 


in a Maſk, Oh! Captain Clerimont, I have a Quarrel 
with you. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Huſband defires to know 
whether you ſee Company to-day or not ? 


Mrs. Cler. 
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Mrs. Cler. Who, you Clown? 
"Ser. Mr. Clerimont, Madam. 
Mrz. Cer. He may come in. 


Enter Clerimont Senior. 


Mrs. Cler. Vour very humble Servant. 
Cler. Sen. I was going to take the Air this Morning 
in my Coach, and did my ſelf the Honour, before 1 
went, to receive your Commands, finding you ſaw Com- 

ny. f 
* Cler. At any Time when you know I do, you 
may let me ſee you. Pray, how did you ſleep laſt Night? 
If I had not aſk'd him that Queſtion, they might have 
thought we lay together. [4/ie.] Here Fainlove /ooking 
thro a Perſpective, bows to Clerimont Senior. But, Cap- 
tain, I have a Quarrel with you I have utterly for- 
got thoſe three Coupees you promis'd to come again, and 
ſhew mex 

Cler. Sen. Then, Madam, you have no Commands this 
Morning? 

Mrs. Cer. Your humble Servant, Sir, But, oh! 
[4s foe is going to be led by the Captain.) Have you 
lign'd that Mortgage to pay off my Lady Fadale's Win- 
nings at Ombre? 

Cer. Sen. Ves, Madam. 

Mrs. Cler. Then all's well, my Honour's ſafe. [Exit 
Clerimont Sen.] Come, Captain, lead me this Step —— 
for I'm apt to make a falſe one — You ſhall ſhew me. 
Cler. I'll ſhew you, Madam, tis no Matter for a Fid- 
dle; I'll give you 'em the French Way, in a teaching 
Tune. Pray more quick — Oh Madamoiſelle gue faitez- 
d A miy There again Now ſlide as it 
were with and without Meaſure There yob out-did 
the Giply ——and you have all the Smiles of the Dance 
to a tittle. VV 


Mrs. Cier. 
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Mrs. Cler. Why truly I think that the greateſt Part 
I have ſeen an Eng/iſh Woman dance a Jig with the Se- 
verity of a Veſtal virgin 

Hum. If this be French dancing and ſinging, I fancy 
I could do it——Haw ! Haw ! [Capers Af de. 

Mrs. Cler. I proteſt, Mr. Gubin, you have almoſt the 
Step, without any of our Country Baſhfulneſs. Give 
me your Hand ——Haw ! haw ! So, ſo, a little quicker 
That's right, Haw ! Captain, your Brother deliver'd this 
Spark to me, to be diverted here *till he calls for him. 

[Exit Clerimont. 

Hump. This cutting ſo high makes one's Money jin- 
gle confoundedly: I'm reſolv'd I'll never carry above 
one Pocket full hereafter, 

Mrs. Cler. You do it very readily——You amaze me- 

Hump. Are the Gentlemen in France generally ſo 
well-bred as we are in England ——Are they, Madam, 
ha! But, young Gentleman, when ſhall I ſee this Sif- 
ter? Haw! haw! haw! Is not the higher one yoren the 
better? 

Fain, She'll be mightily taken with you, I'm ſure. 
One would not think 'twas in you Vou're ſo gay 
and dance ſo very hig; 

Hump. What ſhould ail me? Did you think I was 
Wind-gall'd? I can ſing too, if I pleaſe but I 
won't till I ſee your Siſter—— This is a mighty pretty 
Houſe. 

Mrs. Cler. Well do you know that I like this Gen- 
tleman extremely? I ſhould be glad to form him 
But were you never in France, Mr. Gubbin? 

Hump. No——but I'm always thus pleaſant, if my 
Father's not by——I proteſt Fd adviſe your Siſter to 
have me— I'm for marrying her at once Why ſhould 
I ſtand ſhally-ſhally like a Country Bumpkin, 


2 Fain. 
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Fain. Mr. Gubbin, I dare fay ſhe'll be as forward as 
you ; we'll go in and ſee her. [ Apart. 
Mrs. Cler. Then he has not yet ſeen the Lady he is 


in love with. I proteſt very new and gallant 
Mr. Gabbin, ſhe muſt needs believe you a frank Per- 
fon. Fainlote, I muſt ſee this Siſter too, I'm reſolv'd 
ſhe ſhall like him. 


There needs no time true Paſſion to diſcover ; 
The moſt believing is the moſt a Lover, [Exeunt. 


Enter. Nicce (ola. 


Niece. Oh Clrimont ] Clerimont 7 To be ſtruck at firſt 
fight! l'm aſham'd of my Weakneſs; I find in my ſelf 
all the Symptoms of a raging Amour; 1 love Solitude, 
I grow pale, I ſigh frequently, I call upon the Name 
of Clerimont when I don't think of it His Perſon 
is ever in my Eyes, and his Voice in my Ears 
Methinks I long to loſe my ſelf in ſome penſive Grove, 
or to hang over the Head of ſome warbling Fountain, 
with a Lute in my Hand, enn the Murmurs of the 
Water. 


Enter Aunt. 


Aunt. Bid, Biddy; where's Biday Pitkin ? 

Niece. Whom do you inquire for ? 4. 

Aunt. Come, come, he's juſt a coming at the Park 
Door. 

Nizce. Who is coming ? | 

Aunt. Your Couſin Humphry who ſhould be 
coming? Your Lover, your Huſband that is to be 
Pray, my Dear, look well, and be civil for your Credit, 


and mine too. 


Niece. 
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Niece. If he anſwers my Idea, I ſhall rally the Ru!- 
tick to Death. 


Aunt, Hiſt——herc he is. 
Enter Humphry. 


Hump. Aunt, your humble Servant — Iz that 
ha! Aunt? 
Aunt. Yes, Couſin Humphry, that's your Couſin 
Bridget. Well, Ill leave you together. 
[Exit Aunt. They fit. 

Hump. Aunt does as ſhe'd be done by, Couſin Bridget, 
does not ſhe, Couſin ? Ha! What, are you a Londoner, 
and not ſpeak to a Gentleman? Look y', Coulin, the 
old Foiks reſolving to marry us, I thought it would be 
proper to ſee how I lik'd you, as not caring to buy a 
Pig in a Poke——for I love to look before I leap. 
Niece. Sir, your Perſon and Addreſs bring to my 
mind the whole Hiſtory of Valentine and Or/on : What, 
would they marry me to a wild Man? Pray anſwer me 
a Queſtion or two. 


Hump. Ay, ay, as many as you pleaſe, Couſin Bridget. 

Niece. What Wood were you taken in? How long 
have you been caught? 

Hump. Caught ! 

Niece. Where were your Haunts? 

Hump. My Haunts ! 

Niece. Are not Cloths very uneaſy to you? Is this 
ſtrange Dreſs the firſt you ever wore ? 

Hump. How ! 

ſiece. Are you not a great Admirer of Roots, and 
raw Fleſh ?!—Let me look upon your Nails — 
Don't you love Blackberries, Haws, and Pig- nuts, 
mightily ? 


C 2 Flums 
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Hump. How |! 

Niece. Can'ſt thou deny that thou wert ſuckled by a 
Wolf? You han't been ſo barbarous, I hope, fince you 
came amongſt Men, as to hunt your Nurſe—— have 


you? | 
Hump. Hunt my Nurſe? Ay, tis ſo, ſhe's diſtracted 


as ſure as a Gun——Hark ye, Couſin, pray will you 
let me aſk you a Queſtion or two ? 

Niece. If thou haſt yet learn'd the uſe of Language, 
ſpeak, Monſter. 

Hump. How long have you been thus ? 

Niece. Thus! What would'ſt thou ſay? 

Hump. What's the Cauſe of it? Tel! me truly now 


Did you never love any Body before me? 


Niece. Go, go, thou'rt a Savage. [ Riſes. 
Hump. They never let you go abroad, I ſuppoſe. 
Niece. Thou'rt a Monſter, I tell thee. 

Hump. Indeed, Couſin, tho' 'tis a Folly to tell thee 
I am afraid thou art a mad Woman, 

Niece. Tt have thee into ſome Foreſt. 

Hump. I'll take thee into a dark Room. 

Niece. I hate thee. 

Hump. I wiſh you did——There's no Hate loſt, I aſ- 
ſure you, Couſin Bridget. 

Niece. Couſin Bridget, Quoth'a—l'd as ſoon claim 
Kindred with a Mountain Bear ! deteſt thee. 

Hump. You never do any harm in theſe Fits, I hope 

hut do you hate me in earneſt ? 

- Niece. Doſt thou aſk it, ungentle Foreſter ? 

Hump. Yes, for I've a Reaſon, look ye. It happens 
very well it you hate me, and are in your Senſes, for 
to tell you truly il don't much care for you; and 
there is another fine Woman, as I am inform'd, that 
is in ſome hopes of having me. 

- Niece. This merics my Attention. [AA de. 
Hum p. 
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Hump. Look y* d' ſee as I ſaid, ſince I don't care 
for you — I would not have you ſet your Heart on 
me — but if you like any Body elſe let me know it 
and I'l] find out a way for us to get rid of one another, 
and deceive the old Folks that would couple us. 

Niece. This wears the Face of an Amour There 
is ſoinething in that Thought which makes thy Preſence 
leſs inſupportable. 

Hump. Nay, nay, now you're growing fond; if you 
come with theſe Maids Tricks, to ſay you hate at firit 
and afterwards like me, you'll ſpoil the whole Deſign, 

Niece. Don't fear it When I think of conſorting 
with thee, may the wild Boar deſile the cleanly Ermin, 
may the Tiger be wedded to the Kid. 

Hump. When I of thee, may the Pole-Cat Catter- 
waul with the Civet, 

Niece. When I harbour the leaſt Thought of thee, 
may the Silver Thames forget its Courſe. 

Hump. When I like thee, may I be ſous d over Head 
and Ears in a Horſe-pond——But do you hate me? 


Enter Aunt. 


Niece. For ever ; and you me? 
Hump. Moſt heartily. 
Aunt. Ha, I like this 


They are come te Pro- 


miſes and Proteſtations. [Aiiae. 
Hump. I am very glad I have found a way to pleaſe 
you. 
Niece. You promiſe to be conſtant. 
Hump. Till Death. | 


Niece. Thou beſt of Savages. 

Hump. Thou beſt of Savages! Poor Biddy. 

Aut. Oh the pretty Couple joking on one anothes, 
Well, how do you like your Couſin Humphry now ? 

CA Nuts 
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Niece. Much better than T thought I ſhould 
quite another thing than what I took him for 
have both the ſame Pa ſſions for one another. 

Humf. We wanted only an Occaſion to open our 
Hearts Aunt. | 

Aunt. Oh, how this will rejoice my Brother, and Sir 
Harry! we'll go to em. 

Hump. No, I muſt fetch a walk with a new Acquain- 
tance, Mr. Samuel Pounce. | 

Aunt. An excellent Acquaintance for your Huſband ; 
come Niece, come. 

Niece. Farewell; Ruſtick. 

Hump. Buy, Biday. 

Aunt. Rultick ! Biddy ! Ha! ha! pretty Creatures. 

[ Exeunt. 


He's 
We 


ACT IV. SCENE I, 


Enter Captain Clerimont and Pounce, 


Cer. OES ſhe expect me then, at this very In- 
ſtant ? | : 
Pounce. I tell you, ſhe order'd me to bring the Pain- 
ter at this very Hour, preciſely, to draw her Niece—— 
for to make her Picture peculiarly Charming, ſhe has now 
that down-caſt pretty Shame, that warm Cheek, glow- 
ing with the Fear and Hope of to-day's Fate, with the 


Inviting, coy Affectation of a Bride, all in her Face at 


ONCE, 
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once. Now I know you are a Pretender that way. 

Cler. Enough, I warrant, to perſonate the Character 
on ſuch an inſpiring Occaſion. 

Pounce. You maſt have the Sorg, I ſpoke of, per- 
form'd at this Window at the end of which Pl] 
give you a Signal Every thing is ready for you, 
your Pencil, your Canvas ftretch'd——jour—— Be ſure 
you play your part in Humour: To be a Painter for a 


Lady, you're to have the exceſhve Flattery of a Lover; 
the ready Invention of a Poet; and the eaſy Gelture of 


a Player. 
Cler. Come, come, no more Inſtructions, my Ima- 
gination out- run, all you can lay ; Be gone, be gene! 
[ Exit Pounce. 


A SONG. 


J. 


HY, lire) Charmer, tell me why, 
WW $1 ory ind, and yet ſo ſhy? 
Why des twat cold forbidding Air 
Give Damp, of Sorrow and Deſpair ? 
Or wy that Smt. be my Soul ſubdue, 
And kindle up my Flames anette“? 


II. 


In vain yoa frive with all aur Art, 
By turns to fret ze and fire my Heart: 
When I behold a Face ſo fair, 

Sg ſevect a Lost, ſ ſſt an Air, 

My raviſÞ'd Soul is charm'd all ver, 
I cannot ove thee Ie nor more. 


C'S Her 
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After the Song Pounce appears berkoning the Captain. 
Pounce. Captain, Captain. [Exit Captain. 


” fo. 55 — > TW of ; , D 7 


SCENE Nieces Lodgings, two Chairs and a Table. 


Euter Aunt and Niece. 


unt. Indeed, Niece, T am as much overjoy'd to ſec 
your Wedding-Day, as if it were my own. 

Niece. But, why mult it be huddled up ſo? 

Aunt. Oh, my Dear, a private Wedding is much 
better, your Mother had ſuch a bullle at hers, with 
Feafting and Fooling : Beſides, they did not go to bed 
till two in the Morning. 

Mice. Since you underſtand things ſo well, I won- 
der you never married your ſelf. 

Aunt. My Dear, I was very cruel thirty Years go, 
and no Body aſk'd me ſince. | 

Niece. Alas-a-day |! 

Aunt Yet J aſſure you, there were a great many 
Matches propos'd to me There was Sir Gert Folly, 
but he, forſooth, could not pleaſe; he drank Ale, and 
ſmok'd Tobacco, and was no fine Gentleman for- 
ſooth— but, then again, there was young Mr. Peregr 112 
Shapely, who had travell'd, and ſpoke French, and ſmil'd 
at all I ſaid ; he was a fine Gentleman — but then he was 
Conſumptive: And x again, to ſee how one may be 
. miſtaken; Sir Folly dy'd in half a Year, and my Lady 
Shapely has by that thin Slip eight Children, that ſhould 
have been mine; but here's the Bridegroom. So, Couſin 


Hymphry. 


Enter 
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Enter Humphry. 


Hump. Your Servant, Ladies 80, my Dear 

Niece, So, my Savage 

Aunt. O fy, no more of that to your Huſband» 
Biddy. 

Hump. No matter, I like it as well as Duck or 
Love: I know my Couſin loves me as well as I do 
her. 
Aunt. III leave you together; I muſt go and get 
ready an Entertainment for you when you come 
home. [Exif. 
| Hump. Well, Couſin, are you conſtant ?——Do you 
hate me ſtill? 

Niece. As much as ever. 

Hump. What an Happineſs it is, when Peoples Incli- 
nations jump? I wiſh I knew what to do with you: 
Can you get no Body, d'ye think, to marry you? 

Niece. Oh! Clrimont, Clerimont ! Where art thou? 

[Ai de. 


Enter Aunt, and Captain Clerimont diſguis'd. 


Aunt. Thie, Sir, is the Lady, whom you are to 
draw——You ſee, Sir, as good Fleſh and Blood as a 
Man would deſire to put in Colours I muſt have her 
Maiden Picture. 

Hump. Then the Painter muſt make haſte Ua, 
Couſin ! | 

Niece. Hold thy Tongue, goed Savage. 

Cler. Madam, I'm generally forod to new-mould every 
Feature, and mend Nature's Handy-work ; but here ſhe 
has made ſo finiſh'd an Original, that I deſpair of my 
Copy's coming up to it. 

Aunt. Do you hear that, Niece ? 

C5 Niece. 
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Niece. I don't deſire you to make Graces where you 
find none. 

C/er. To ſee the difference of the Fair Sex!———T 
proteſt to you, Madam, my Fancy is utterly exhauſt- 
ed with inventing Faces for thoſe that fit to me. The 
firſt Entertainment I generally meet with, are Com- 
plaints for want of Sleep; They never look'd ſo pale 
in their Lives, as when they fit for their Picture 
Then ſo many Touches and Retouches, when the 
Face is finiſh'd — That Wrinkle ought not to have 
been, thoſe Eyes are too languid, that Colour's too 
weak, that -Side-look hides the Mole on the left Cheek. 
In fhort, the whole Likeneſs is ſtruck out: But in you 
Madam, the higheſt I can come up to will be but rigid 
Juſtice. 

Hump. A comical Dog this! 

- Aunt. Truly, the Gentleman ſeems to underſtand his 
Buſineſs. 

Niece. Sir, if your Pencil flatters like your Tongue, 
you are going to draw a Picture that won't be at all like 
me. Sure I have heard that Voice ſomewhere. [ Aſide. 

Cler. Madam, be pleas'd to place your ſelf near me, 
nearer. ſtill, Madam, here falls the belt Light You 
muſt know, Madam, there are three kinds of Airs 
which the Ladies moſt delight in — There is your 
Haughty——your Mild——and your Penſive Air 
The Haughty may be expreſs'd with the Head a little 
more ere& than ordinary, and the Countenance with 
a certain Diſdain in it, ſo as ſhe may appear almoſt, 
but not quite, inexorable: This kind of Air is gene- 
rally heightned with a little knitting of the Brow 
I gave my Lady Scorntvell her choice of a dozen Frowns, 


before ſhe could find one to her liking, 


Niece, But what's the Mild Air? 


« | Che. 
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Cler. The Mild Air is compos'd of a Languiſh, and a 
Smile But if I might adviſe, I'd rather be a Pen- 
ſive Beauty; the Penſive uſually feels her Pulſe, leaus 
on one Arm, or fits ruminating with a Book in her 
Hand-—which Converſation ſhe is ſuppoſed to choole, 
rather than the endleſs Importunitics of Lovers. 

Hump. A comical Dog 

Aunt. Upon my Word he dtc his Buſineſs 
well; I'll tell you, Niece, how your Mother was 
drawn She had an Orange in her Hand, and a 
Noſegay in her Boſom, but a Look ſo pure and freſh- 
colour'd, you'd have taken her for one of the Sca- 
ſons. 

Cler. You ſeem indeed, Madam, moſt inclin'd to the 
Pentive — — The Penſive delights allo in the fall 
of Waters, paſtoral Figures, or any rural View ſuita. 
ble to a fair Lady, who with a delicate Spleen has re- 
tir'd from the World, as ſick of its Flattery and Admi- 
ration. 

Niece. No———fince there is room for Fancy in a 
Picture, I would be drawn like the Amazon Tha- 
tris, with a Spear in my Hand, and an Helmet on a 
Table before me———— At a diſtance behind let thefe 
be a Dwarf, holding by the Bridle a Milk- white Pal- 
fre 

Cler. Madam, the Thought is full of Spirit, and if 
you pleaſe, there ſhall be a Cupid ſtealing away your 
Helmet, to ſhew that Love ſhou'd have a Part in all 
gallant Actions. 

Niece. That Circumſtance may be very Pictureſque. 

Cler. Here, Madam, ſhall be your own Picture, 
here the Palfrey, and here the Dwarf — -The Dwarf 
muſt be very little, or we ſhan't have room for 
him. 

Niece, A Dwarf cannot be too little, 

C6 | Chr. 
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C/er. I'll make him a Blackamore, to diſtinguiſh him 
from the other too powerful Dwarf: [Sighs.] the 
Cupi/——T'll place that beauteous Boy near you, 'twill 
look very Natural——He'll certainly take you for his 
Mother Venus. 

Niece. J leave theſe Particulars to your own Fancy. 

Cler. Pleaſe, Madam, to uncover your Neck a little; 
à little lower ſtill a little, little lower. 

Niece. I'll be drawn thus, if you pleaſe, Sir. 

Chr. Ladies, have you heard the News of a late 
Marriage between a young Lady of a great Fortune, 
and a younger Brother of a good Family? 

Aunt. Pray, Sir, how 1s 1t? 

'Cler. This young Gentleman, Ladies, is a particular 
Acquaintance of mine, and much about my Age, and 
Stature; (look me full in the Face, Madam) he acciden- 
tihy met the young Lady, who had in her all the Per- 
fections of her Sex; (hold up your Head, Madam, 
that's right) ſhe let him know that his Perſon and 
Diſcourſe were not altogether diſagreeable to her —- 
The Difficulty was how te gain a ſecond Interview, 
Four Eyes full upon mine, Madam) for never was 
there ſuch a Sigher in all the Vallies of Arcadia, as that 
unfortunate Youth, during the Abſence of her he 


Aunt. A-lack a-day——poor young Gentleman ! 

Niece. It muſt be he——what a charming Amour 
is this ! LAlidt. 

Cler. At length, Ladies, he bethought himſelf of an 
Expedient; he dreſs'd himſelf juſt as I am now, and 
came to draw her Picture, (your Eyes full upon mine, 
pray, Madam.) 

Hump. A ſubtle Dog, I warrant him. 

Cler. And by that means found an Opportunity of 


carrying her off, and marrying her. Stk 
mu. 


I! 
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Aunt. Indeed your Friend was a very vicious young 
Man. 

Niece. Yet perhaps the young Lady was not diſpleas d 
at what he had dene. 

Cler. But, Madam, what were the Tranſports of the 
Lover, when ſhe made him that Confeſſion ? 

Niece. I dare ſay ſhe thought her ſelf very happy, 
when ſhe got out of her Guardian's Hands. 

Aunt. Tis very true, Niece — There are abundance 
of thoſe Head-ſtrong young Baggages about Town. 

Cler. The Gentleman has often told me, he was 
ſtrangely ſtruck at firſt Sight; but when ſhe fat to him 
for her Picture, and aſſum'd all thoſe Graces that are 
proper for the Occaſion his Torment was ſo exqui- 
fite, his Paſſion ſo violent, that he could not have liv'd a 
Day, had he not found Means to make the Charmer of 
his Heart his own. 

Hump. Tis eertainly the fooliſheſt Thing in the 
World to ſtand ſhally-ſhally about a Woman, when one 


has a Mind to marry her. 
Cler. The young Painter turn'd Poet on the Subject; 


I believe 1 have the Words by heart. 
Niece. A Sonnet! pray repeat it. 


I. 


When gentle Partheniſſa wal/ks, 
And ſweetly ſmiles, and gayly talks, 
A thouſand Shafts around ber fly. 
A thouſand Swains anheeded die. 


II. 


F then ſhe labour, to be ſeen, 
With all ber killing Air and Mien ; 
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For ſo much Beauty, ſo much Art, 
What Mortal can ſecure his Heart ? 


Hump. I fancy if 'twas ſung, twould make a very 


pretty Catch. 
Cler. My Servant has a Voice, you ſhall hear it. 
[Here it is ſung. 


Aunt. Why this is pretty? I think a Painter ſhould 
never be without a good Singer It brightens the 
Features ſtrangely I profeſs 'm mightily pleas'd, I'll 
but juſt ſtep in, and give lome Orders, and be with you 
preſently. 

Niece. Was not this adventurous Painter call'd C/er3- 
mont? 

Cler. It was Clerimont the Servant of Partheniſa; but 
let me beſeech that beauteous MI id to relolve, and make 
the Incident I feign'd to her a real one Conſider, Ma- 
dam, you are environ'd by cruel and treacherous Gaards, 
which would force you to a dilagreeable Marriage, your 
Caſe is exactly the ſame with the Princei: of the Leontines 
in Celia. 

Niece. How can we commit ſuch a Soleciſm againſt all 
Rules! What, in the firſt Leaf of our Hiſtory to have the 
Marriage? You know it cannot be. 


Cler. The pleaſanteit Part of the Hiſtory will be zfter 
Marriage. 

Niece. No! I never yet read of a Kaight that entred 
Tilt or Tournament after Wedlock ——— *tis not to be 
expected when the Huſband begins, the Hero ends; 
all that noble Impulſe to Glory, ali the g2terous Paſſion 
for Adventures is conſum'd in the Nuptial Torch ; 
I don't know how ir is, but Mars and Hymnen never 


hit it. 
Hump. [Liſining.] Conſom'd in the Nuptial Torch ! 


Mars and Hymnen] What can all this mean —— ] am ve- 
Ty 
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ry glad I can hardly read —— They could never get theſe 
fooliſh Fancies into my Head — I had always a ftrong 
Brain. [Afde ] Harky' Couſin, is not this Painter a co- 
mical Dog ? 

Niece. I think he's very agreeable Company; 

Hump. Why then I tell you what —— marry him —- 
A Painter's a very genteel Calling He's an ingenioug 
Fellow, and certainly Poor, I fancy he'd be glad on't; 
I'll keep my Aunt out of the Room a Minute or two, 
that's all the Time you have to conſider [Exit. 

Cler. Fortune points out to us this only Occaſion of 
our Happineſs; Love's of Celeſtial Origin, and needs 
no long Acquaintance to be manifeſt. Lovers like An- 
gels ſpeak by Intuition Their Souls are in their 
Eyes 

Niece. Then ] fear he ſees mine. [Afde.] But I can't 
think of abridging our Amours, and cutting off all far- 
ther Decorations of Diſguiſe, Serenade, and Adventure. 

Cler. Nor would I willingly loſe the Merit of long 
Services, Midnight Sighs, and plaintive Solitudes —— 
were there not a Neceſſity, 

Mece. Then to be ſeiz'd by Stealth! 

Cler. Why, Madam, you are a great Fortune, and 
ſhould not be married the common Way. Indeed, Ma- 
dam, you ought to be ſtoPn, nay, in ſtrictneſs, I don't 
know but you ought to be raviſh'd. , 

Niece. But then our Hiſtory will be fo ſhort. 

Cler. ] grant it, but you don't conſider there's a De 
vice in another's leading you Inſtead of this Perſon that's 
to have you; and, Madam, tho' our Amours can't fur- 
niſh out a Romance, they'll make a very pretty Novel 
Why ſmiles my Fair? 

Niece. 1 am almoſt of Opinion, that had Oroondates 
been as preſſing as Clerimont, Caſſandi a had been but a 
Pocket- Book: But it looks ſo ordinary, to go out at a 

Door 
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Door to be married Indeed, I ought to be taken out 
of a Window, and run away with. 


Enter Humphry and Pounce. 


Humph. Well, Couſin, the Coach is at the Door. If 
you pleaſe [Il lead you. 

Niece. I put my ſelf into your Hands, good Savage; 
but you promiſe to leave me. | 

Hamp. I tell you plainly, you muſt not think of having 
me. 

Pounce. [To Cler.] You'll have Opportunity enough to 
carry her of; the old Fellows will be buſy with me — 
THI gain all the Time I can, but be bold and proſper. 
Niece. Clerimont, you follow us. 

Cer. Upon the Wings of Love. 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


Enter Clerimont Sen. and Fainlove, 


Cher. Sen. HEN ſhe gave you this Letter, and bids 
you read it as a Paper of Verſes! 

* Fain. This is the Place, the Hour, the lucky Minute 
— Now am I rubbing up my Memory, to recollect 
all you ſaid to me when you firſt ruin'd me, that I may 
attack her right. 


Cler. Sen. 
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Chr. Sen. Your Eloquence would be needleſs —— tis 
ſo unmodiſh to need Perſuaſion : Modeſty makes a Lady 
emberras'd But my Spouſe is above that, as for Ex- 
ample, { Reading her Letter. ] © Fainlove, You dont 
«« ſeem to tuant Wit therefore I need ſay no more, 
« than that Diſtance to a Woman of the Warld is becoming 
« in no Man, but an Huſband: An hour hence come up the 
* back Stairs ta my Cloſet. 


Adieu Mon Mignon 

I am glad you are punctual, Ill conceal my ſelf to ob- 
ſerve your Interview Oh, Torture! but this 
Wench mult not ſee it | Afage. 

Fain. Be ſure you come time enough to ſave my Re- 
putation. 

Cler. Sen. Remember your Orders, Diſtance becomes 
no Man but an Huſband. 

Fain. I am glad you are in ſo good Humour on the Oc- 
caſion ; but you know me to be but a Bully in Love, that 
can bluſter only *till the Minute of Engagement 
But I'll top my Part, and form my Conduct by my 
own Sentiments if ſhe grows Coy, I'll grow 
more Saucy — "Twas ſo I was won my 
ſelf 

Cler. Sen. Well, my dear Rival — your Aſſignation 
draws nigh you are to put on your Tranſport, your 
impatient throbbing Heart won't let you wait her Arri- 
val —— Let the dull Family-thing and Huſband, who 
reckons his Moments by his Cares, be content to wait, 
but you are a Gallant, and meaſure Time by Ex- 
taſies. 

Fain. I hear her coming ——to your Poſt good 
Huſband know your Duty, and don't be in the way when 
your Wife has a Mind to be in private — To your 
Poft, into the Cole-hole. 


Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Clerimont. 


Welcome my Dear, my tender Charmer 
Oh! to my longing Arms feel the Heart pat, 
that falls and rifes as you ſmile or frown Oh, the 
extatick Moment ! 

I think that was ſomething like what has been ſaid to 
me, x [ Afrae. 

Mrs. Chr. Very well Fainlave J proteſt I 
value my felf for my Diſcerning knew you hat 
Fire through all the Reſpect you ſhew'd me— But 
how came you to make no direct Advances, young Gen- 
tleman ? Why was I forc'd to admoniſh your Ga- 
lantry f— | 

Fain. Why, Madam, I knew you a Woman of Breed. 
ing, and above the ſenſeleſs Nicctics of an Englib 
Wife The French way is, you are to go fo far, 
whether they are agreeable or not: If you are ſo happy 
as to pleaſe, no Body that is not of a conſtrain'd Behavi- 
our is at a Loſs to let you know it Beſides, if the 
humble Servant makes the firſt Approaches, he has the 


Impudence of making a Requeſt but nct the Honour of 


. obeying a Command. 

Mrs. Cler. Right — a Woman's Man ſhould conceal 
Paſſion in a familiar Air of Indifference now there's 
Mr. Clerimont; I can't allow him the leaſt Freedom, but 
the unfaſhionable Fool grows ſo fond of me, he cannot 
hide it in Publick. 

Fain. Ay, Madam, I have often wonder'd at your 
Ladyſhip's Choice of one that ſeems to have fo little of 
the beau monde, in his Carriage, but juſt what you force 
him to———— while there were ſo many pretty Gen- 
2 [ Dancing. 
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Mrs. Cler. O young Gentleman, you are mightily 
miſtaken, if you think ſuch Animals as you, and pretty 
Beau Titmonſe, and pert Billy Butterfly, tho' 1 ſuffer 
you to come in, and play about my Rooms, are any 
ways in competition with a Man whoſe Name one would 
wear. 

Fain. Oh Madam! then I find we are 

Mrs. Cler. A Woman of Senſe mult have Reſpect for a 
Man of that Character; but alas! Reſpet —— What is 
Reſpect? Reſpect is not the thing Reſpect has 
ſomething too ſolemn for ſoft Moments You things 
are more proper for Hours of Dalliance. 

Cler. Sen. [peeping.] How have I wrong'd this fine La- 
dy! I find I am to be à Cuckold out of her 
pure Eſteem for me. 

Mrs. Cler. Beſides thoſe Fellows for whom we have 
Reſpect, have none for us : I warrant on ſuch an Occa- 
fion Clerimont would have ruffled a Woman out of all 
Form, while you 
Cler. Sen. A good hint — now my Cauſe comes 
on. Aide. 

Fain. Since then you allow us fitter for ſoft Moments, 
why do we miſemploy em? Let me kiſs that beauteous 
Hand, and claſp that graceful Frame. 

Mrs. Cler. How, Fainlove! What, you don't deſign 
to be impertinent But my Lips have a certain 
Roughnels on em to-day, han't they? | 

Fain. [King.] No — they are all Softneſs 
Their delicious Sweetnels is inexpreſſible Here Lan- 
guage fails Let me applaud thy Lips not by the Ut- 
terance, but by the Touchof Mine. 


Enter Clerimont Sen. drawing his Sword. 


Cler. Sen. Ha, Villain ! Raviſher ! Invader of my Bed 
and Honour ! draw. 


Mrs 
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Ari. Cler. What means this Inſolence this In- 
truſion into my Privacy? What, do you come into my 
very Cloſet without knocking ? Who put this into your 
Head? 

Cler. Sen. My Injuries have alarm'd me, and [I'll bear 
no longer, but ſacrifice your Bravado, the Author of 
em. 

Mrs. Cler. 0 poor Mr. Fainlove mult he die 
for his Complaiſance, and innocent Freedoms with me; 
How could you, if you might? Oh ! the ſweet Youth ! 


What, fight Mr: Fainlve? What will the Ladies © 


ſay ? 
Fain. Let me come at the Intruder on Ladies private 


Hours The unfaſhionable Monſter ll 
prevent all future Interruption from him — - Let 
me Come —— [Drawing his Sword. 


Mrs. Cer. 0 the braye Prey Creature! Look at 
his Youth and Innocence — He is not made for 
ſuch rough Encounters Stand behind me 
Poor Fainlowe ? There is not a Viſit in Town, 
Sir, where you ſhall not be diſplay'd at full length for this 
Intruſion —— I baniſh you for ever from my Sight 
and Bed. 

Cler. Sen. IJ obey you, Madam, for Diſtance is be- 
coming in no Man but an Huſband —— [Giving ber the 
Letter which ſhe reads, and falls into a Swoon] I've gone 
too far [4i/ing her.] The Impertinent was guilty 
of nothing but what my Indiſcretion led her to- 
'This 1s the firſt Kiſs I've had theſe ſix Weeks 
but ſhe awakes 

Well, Jenny, you topp'd your part, indeed — Come 
to my Arms thou ready willing Fair One —— Thou halt 
no Vanities, no Niceties ; but art thankful for every In- 
ſtance of Love that I beſtow on thee ——— 

[Embracing her. 
M... 
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Mrs. Cler. What, am TI then abus d? Is it a Wench 
then of his? Oh me! Was ever poor abus d Wife, poor 
innocent Lady thus injur'd ! 

[Runs and ſeizes Fainlove's Sword. 

Cler. Sen. Oh the brave pretty Creature Hurt 
Mr. Fainlzve ! Look at his Youth, his Innocence 
Ha! ha? [ Interpoſing. 

Fain. Have a Care, have a Care, dear Sir I krow 
by my ſelf ſhe'll have no Mercy. 

Mrs. Cler. I'll be the Death of her, —— let me come 
on — Stand from between us, Mr. Clerimont 
I would not hurt you. [Puſhing and crying. 

Cler. Sen. Run, run, Jenny. [Exit Jenny. 

[ Looks at ber upbraidingly before he ſpeaks. 
Well, Madam, are theſe the innocent Freedoms you 
claim'd of me? Have I deſerv'd this? How has there been 
a Moment of yours ever interrupted with the real Pangs I 
ſuffer? The daily Importunities of Creditors, who be- 
come ſo by ſerving your profuſe Vanities: Did I ever 
murmur at ſupplying any of your Diverſions, while I 
believ'd 'em (as you call 'em) harmleſs? Muſt then thoſe 
Eyes that us'd to glad my Heart with their familiar 
Brightneſs, hang down with Guilt? Guilt has transform'd 
thy whole Perſon ; nay, the very Memory of it ——— 
Fly from my growing Paſſion. 
Mrs. Cler. I cannot fly nor bear it Oh! look not 
Cher. Sen, What can you ſay ? ſpeak quickly. 
[Offering to dr ao. 
Mrs. Chr. I never ſaw you mov'd before — Don't 
murder me impenitent ; I'm wholly in your Power as a 
Criminal, but remember I have been ſo, in a tender 
Regard. 
Cler. Sen. But how have you conſider d that Regard ? 
Me.. Cler. Is't poſſible you can forgive what you en- 
inar'd me into? Oh, look at me kindly You 


know 


- - — —ñ—— — <> oo 


oo The TRNVDER HusBanp : Or, 


know I have only err'd in my Intention, nor ſaw my 
Danger, "till, by this honeſt Art, you had ſhown me 
what *tis to venture to the utmoſt Limit of what is law 
ful. You laid that Train, I'm ſure, to alarm, not to 
betray, my Innocence —— Mr. Clerimont ſcorn; 
ſuch Baſeneſs ! Therefore I kneel — I weep, I am con: 
vinc'd. [ Kineels, 

[Takes her up embracing her, 

Cler. Sen. Then kneel, and weep no more —— my 
Faireſt my reconcil'd! — Be ſo in a Moment, 
for know I cannot (without wringing my own Heart) 
give you the leaſt Compunction Be in Humour 
It ſhall be your own Fault, if ever there's a ſerious Word 
more on this Subject. 

Mrs. Cler. J muſt correct every Idea that riſes in my 
Mind, and learn every Geſture of my Body anew —— 
I deteſt the Thing I was. 

Cler. Sen. -No, no You muſt not do ſy — Our 
Joy and Grief, Honour and Reproach, are the ſame ; you 
mult ſlide out of your Foppery by degrees, ſo that it may 
appear your own Act. 

Mrs. Cler. But this Wench ! ——— 

Cler. Sen. She is already out of your Way —— You 
ſhall ſee the Cataſtrophe of her Fate your ſelf But 
ſtill keep up the fine Lady till we go out of Town 
You may return to it with as decent Airs as you pleaſe 
And now I have ſhewn you your Error, I'm in ſo 
good Humour as to repeat you a Couplet on the Occaſi- 


On 


They only who gain Minds, true Laurels wear : 
." *Tis leſs to conquer, than convince the Fair. [Exit, 


Enter 


The AccoMPLISH*'D Fools. 71 


Enter Pounce with Papers. 


[A Table, Chairs, Pen, Ink, and Paper.) 
Pounce., Tis a Delight to gall theſe old Raſcals, and 
ſet em at variance about Stakes which I know neither of 
em will ever have Poſſeſſion of. 


Enter Tipkin andSir Harry. 


Tip. Do you defign, Sir Harry, that they ſhall have an 
Eſtate in their own Hands, and keep Houſe themſelves, 
poor Things ? 

Sir Har. No, no, Sir, I know better; they ſhall go 
down into the Country, and live with me, not touch a 
Farthing of Money, but having all Things neceſlary 
provided, they ſhall go tame about the Houſe, and 
Breed. | | 

Tip. Well, Sir Harry, then conſidering that all hu- 


man Things are ſubject to change, it behoves every Man 


that has a juſt Senſe of Mortality, to take Care of his 
Money. g . 

Sir Har. I don't know what you mean, Brother 
What do you drive at, Brother? 

Tip. This Inſtrument is executed by you, your Son, 
and my Niece, which diſcharges me of all Retroſpects. 

Sir Har. It is confeſs'd, Brother; but what then? 

Tip. All that remains is, That you pay me for the 
young Lady's Twelve Years Board, as allo all other 
Charges, as wearing Apparel, c. 

Sir Har. What is this you ſay? Did I give you my 
Diſcharge from all Retroſpects, as you call it, and after 
all do you come with this and other, and all that? I 
find you are, I tell you, Sir, to your Face, I find you 
are — rl | 


" Tip. 
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Tip, I find too what you are, Sir Harry. 

Sir Har. What am I, Sir? What am I? 

Tip. Why, Sir, you are angry. 

Sir Har. Sir I ſcorn your Words, I am not angry — 
Mr. Pounce is my Witneſs, I am as gentle as a Lamb — 
Would it not make any Fleſh alive angry, to ſee a cloſe 


Hunks come after all with a Demand of 
Tip. Mr. Pounce, pray inform Sir Henry in this Point. 
Pounce. Indeed, Sir Harry, J muſt tell you plainly, that 

Mr. Tiptiu, in this, demands nothing but what he may 

recover — For tho' this Caſe may be conlider'd Multifa- 

riam; that is to ſay, as tis uſually, commonly, Vicatim, 
or vulgarly expreſs'd —— Yet, I fay, when we only ob- 

ſerve, that the Power is ſettled as the Law requires, 4/- 

ſenſu Patris, by the Conſent of the Father —— That Cir- 
cumſtance imports you are well acquainted with the Ad- 
vantages which accrue to your Family, by this' Alliance, 
which corroborates Mr. Tiptin's Demand, and avoids all 

Objections that can be made. 

Sir Har. Why then T find you are his Adviſer in all 


this = 
Pounce. Look'e Sir, Harry, to ſhow you J love to pro- 


mote among my Clients a good Underſtanding ; tho' Mr. 
 Tiphin may claim Four Thouſand Pound, I'll engage for 
him, and I know him ſo well, that he ſhall take three 
thouſand nine hundred and ninety eight Pound, four Shil- 
lings and eight Pence Farthing. 

Tip. Indeed, Mr. Pounce, you are too hind upon me. 

Pounce. You mult conſider a little, Sir Harry is your 
Brother. 

Sir Har. Three thouſand nine hundred and ninety eigh, 
Pound, four Shillings, and eight Pence Farthing! Foy 
what I ſay ? For what, Sir?  _. 

Paunce. For what, Sir! For what ſhe wanted, Sir ? a 
fine Lady is always in want, Sir — Her very-Clothes 
would come to that Money in half the time. _ 

ir 
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Sir Har. Three thouſand nine hundred and ninety eight 
Pound, four Shillings and eight Pence Farthing for 
Clothes ! Pray how many Suits does ſhe wear out in a 
Year ? 

Pounce. Oh, dear Sir, a fine Lady's Clothes are not old 
by being worn, but by being ſeen. 

Sir Har. Well, I'll ſave her Clothes for the future, af- 
ter I have got her into the Country I'll warrant her 
ſhe ſhall not appear more in this wicked Town, where 
Clothes are worn out by Sight And as to what you 
demand, I tell you, Sir, tis Extortion 

Tip. Sir Harry, do you accuſe me of Extortlon? 

Sir Har. Yes, I ſay Extortion. 

Tip. Mr. Pounce write down that — There are ve- 


ry good Laws provided againſt Scandal and Calumny 
Loſs of Reputation may tend to Loſs of Mo- 


we Fg: or | 

Pounce. Item, For having accus'd Mr. Tip4inof Extortion. 

Sir Har. Nay, if you come to your Item. —— Look 

y* Mr. Tiphin, this is an Inventory of ſuch Goods as wgre 
ef to my Niece Bridget by her deceasd Father, and 
which I expect ſhall be forth-coming at her Marriage to 
my SON —— 

Tngrimi, A golden Locket of her Mother's with ſome. 
thing very ingenious in Latin on the inſide of it —— 

Item, A couple of Muſquets with two Shoulder-belts 
and Bandeliers. 

Lum, A large Silver Caudle-Cup, with 4 true Story 


engraven on it. 
Pounce. But, Sir Harry 
Sir Har. Item, A Baſe-Viol with almoſt all the String 
to it, and only a ſmall hole on the Back. 


Pounce. But nevertheleſs, Sir 


Sir Har. This is the Furniture of my Brother's Bed- 
chamber that follows — A Suit of Tapeſtry Hangings, 
D with 
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with the Story of Judith and Holofernes, torn only. where 
the Head ſhould have been of —— an old Bcdiiead curi- 
ouſly wrought about the Poſts, conſiſting of two Load of 
Tir ber. A Hone, a Baſon, three Razors, and a Comb- 
caſe Look ye, Sir, you ſee I can Item it. 

Pounce. Alas, Sir Harry, if you had ten Quire of Items, 
tis all anſwer'd in the Word Retroſpect. 
Sir Har. Why then, Mr. Pounce and Mr. Tipkin, you 
are both Raſcals. _ 

Tip. Do you call me Raſcal, Sir Harry ? 

Sir Har. Yes Sir, 

& Write: it down, Mr, 3 —— at the End of the 

Lea 


Sir Har. If you have Room, Mr. Pounce Put down 
Villain, Son of a Whore, Curmudgeon, Hunks, and 


Scoundrel. | 
Tip. Not ſo faſt, Sir Harry, he cannot write ſo faſt, 


you are at the Word Villain — Son of a Whore, | take 


it, was next you may make the Account as large as 
you pleaſe, Sir Harry. 

Sir. Har. Come, come, I won't be us'd thus 
Hark y', Sirrah, draw What do you do at this 
End of the Town without a Sword ? Draw, I ſay —— 

Tip. Sir Harry, you are a military Man, a Sen of 
the Militia. 

Sir Har. I am ſo, Sirrah, and will run ſuch an extort- 
ing Dog as you through the Guts, to ſhow the Militia 1 is 
uſeful. 

Pounce. Oh dear, Oh dear ROOT am I con- 
cern'd to ſee Perſons of your Figure thus mov d 
The Wedding is coming in —— Well ſettle theſe 
Things afterwards. - 

Tip. I am calm. 

Sir Har. 77 phi, live theſe two Hour: bot 


expect —— 


Exter 


C 
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Enter Humphry leading Niece, Mrs. Clerimont led by 
Famlove, Capt. Clerimont, and Clerimont Sex. 


— Who are theſe ? Hey- day, who are theſe, Sir 
Harry ? Ha! 

Sir Har. Some Frolick, tis Wedding-day = ng 
matter. | 

Hump. Haw, haw ; Father Maſter Uncle 
Come, you muſt ſtir your Stumps, you muſt dance 
Come, old Lads, kiſs the Ladies - 

Mrs. Cler. Mr. Tipkin, Sir Harry, =— ! * Pardon 
for an Introduction ſo mal-a- -Propes ——=——= I know ſud- 


den Familiarity is not the Eng/ih way Alas, 
Mr. Gubbin, this Father and Uncle of yours muſt be new 
modell'd How they ſtare both of them 


Sir Har. Hark y' Numps, who is this you have brought 
hither ? is it not the famous fine Lady Mrs. C/irimont — 
What a Pox did you let her come near your Wife ? — 

Hump. Look y', don't expoſe your ſelf, and play ſome 
mad Country Prank to diſgrace me before her — I ſhall be 
laugh'd at, becauſe ſhe knows I underſtand better. 

Mrs. Cler. I congratulate, Madam, your coming out 
of the Bondage of a Virgin State A Woman can't 
do what ſhe will properly till ſhe's marry d. 

Sir Har. Did you hear what ſhe ſaid to your Wife ? 


Enter Aunt before a Service of Diſhes. 


Aunt. So, Mr. Bridegroom, pray take that Napkin; 
and ſerve your Spouſe to day, according to Cuſtom. 
Hump. Mrs. Clerimont, pray know my Aunt. 
Mrs. Cler. Madam, I muſt beg your Pardon, I can't 
poſſibly like all that vaſt Load of Meat that you are ſend- 
D 2 ing 
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ing in to Table beſides tis ſo offenſively ſweet, it wants 
that Haut-gout we are ſo delighted with in Fance. 

Aunt. You'll pardon it fince we} did not expect you. 
Who is this? | 7 

Mrs. Cler. Oh, Madam, I only ſpeak for the future, 
little Sawcers are ſo much more polite Look y 
I'm perfectly for the French way, whene'er Pm admitted- 
I take the whole upon me. 

Sir Har. The French, Madam, — Id have you to 
know 1 

Mrs. Chr. Vou'll not like it at firſt, out of a natural 
Engliſh Sullenneſs, but that will come upon you by de. 
grees When I firſt went into France, I was mor- 
tally afraid of a Frog, but in a little time I cou'd eat no- 
thing elſe, except Sallads. 

Aunt. Eat Frogs! have I kiſs'd one that has eat Frog 
— Paw! Paw! 

Mrs. Cier. Oh, Madam A Frog and a Sallad 
are delicious Fare — 'tis not long come up in France it 
felf, but their Glorious Monarch has introduced the Diet 
which makes em ſo Spiritual He eradicated all 
groſs Food by Taxes, and for the Glory of the Monarch 
ſent the Subject a grazing; but I fear I defer the Enter- 
tainment and Diverſion of the Day. 

Hump. Now Father, Uncle before we goany fur- 
ther, I think *tis neceſſary we know who and who's toge- 
ther ——then I give either of you two Hours to gueſs 
which is my Wife —— And *tis not my Couſin ſo 
far I'll tell you. 

Sir Har. How ! what do you ſay ? But oh — you 
mean ſhe is not your Couſin now —— ſhe's nearer a-kin,, 
that's well enough —— Well ſaid Numps Ha, ha, ha! 


Hump. No, I don't mean ſo, I tell you I don't mean 


ſo My Wife hides her Face under her Hat. 
[A] looking at Fainlove. 
Tip. 
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Hat! | 

Hump. Ay, ay, that's ſhe, that's ſhe a good 
Jeſt faith — 

Sir Har. Hark y' Numps — what doſt mean, Child 
Is that a Woman, and are you really marry'd to her? 

Hump. I am ſure of both. 

Sir Har. Are you ſo, Sirrah ? then, Sirrah, this is your 
Wedding-dinner, Sirrah, Do ye ſee, Sirrah, 
Here's Roaſt-meat. 

Hump. Oh ho! what, beat a marry'd Man! Hold him, 


Mr. Clerimont, Brother Pounce, Mr. Wife; No Body 
itand by a young marry'd Man! 


[ Runs behind Fainlove. 
Sir Har. Did not the Dog, ſay, Brother Pownce / what, 
is this Mrs. Ragou —— This Madam Clerimont ! Who 
the Devil are you all, but eſpecially who the Devil are 
you too? 
[Beats Humphry and Fainlove off the Stage, following.] 
Tip. [Al de.] Maſter Pounce, all my Niece's Fortune will 
be demanded now — for I ſuppoſe that red Coat has her 
— Don't you think you and I had better break? 
Pounce. You may as ſoon as you pleaſe, but tis my In- 
tereſt to be honeſt a little longer. 
Tip. Well, Biddy, fiance you would not accept of your 
Couſin, 1 hope you han't diſpoſed of your ſelf elſewhere, 
Niece. If you'll for a little while ſuſpend your Curioſity, 
you ſhall have the whole Hiſtory of my Amour to this my 
Nuptial-day, under the Title of the Loves of C/erimont 
and Partheni//a. 
Tip. Then, Madam, your Portion is in ſafe Hands 
Cler. Come, come, old Gentleman, tis in vain to 
contend ; here's honeſt Mr. Paunce ſhall be my Engineer, 
and I warrant you we beat you out of all your Holds 
Aunt, What then, is Mr. Paunce a Rogue? he muit 
D 3 have 
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have ſome Trick, Brother, it cannot be; he muſt have 
chea ted Pother fide, for I'm ſure he's honeſt, 
l [Apart to Tipkin. 
Cler. Sen. Mr. Pounce, all your Siſter has wone of this 
Lady, ſhe has honeſtly put into my Hands, and I'll return 
it her, at this Lady's particular Requeſt. 


[De Pounce. 
Puunce. And the thouſand Pounds you promis d in your 
Brother's Behalf, I'm willing ſhould be hers alſo. 

Cler. Then go in, and bring em all back to make the 
beſt of an ill Game, we'll eat the Dinner and havea Dance 
together, or we ſhall tranigrels all Form. 


Re-enter Fainlove, Humphry, and Sir Harry. 


Sir Har. Well, ſince you ſay you are worth ſomething, 
and the Boy has ſet his Heart upon you, PI have Patience 

till I ſec further. 

Pounce. Come, come, Sir Harry, you ſhall find my Al- 
lance more conſiderable than you imagine, the Pownce; 
are a Family that will always have Money, if there's any 
in the World Come, Fiddles. 


DANCE here. 


Cler. You've jeen th* Extremes of the Domeſtick Liſe, 
Gon too much confin'd too free a Wife; 
By generous Bonds you either ſbou'd reſtrain, 
And only on their Inclinations gain; 
Wirwes to obey muſt love, Children revere, 
While only Slaves are govern d by their Fear. 


E PI- 


EPILOGUE 


Spoken by Mr. Es T court. 


Ritons, who conſtant War with facious Rage, 
For Liberty againſi each other wage, 
From Foreign Inſults ſave this Engliſh Stage. 
No more th Italian ſcualing Tribe admit, 
In Tongues unknown ; 'tis Popery in Wit. 
The Songs (themſelves confeſs) from Rome they bring, 
Anqd'tis High-Maſs, for cught you kn they fing. 
Huſbands take care, the Danger may come nigher, 
The Wamen ſay their Eunuch is aFriar. 


But is it nat a ſerious Ill to ſee 
Europe's great Arbiters fo mean can be; 
Paſſive, with an affected Foy to fit, 
Suſpend their native Taſte of Manly Nit; 
Negle their Comic Humour, Tragick Rage, 
Fir known Defefs of Nature and of Age! 
Ariſe for ſhame, ye Congu"ring Britons ri/: ; 
Such unadorn'd Effeminacy deſpiſe ; 
Admire (if you will doteon foreign Wit ) 
Not tohut Italians fing, but Romans Writ. 
So fhull lefs Works, ſuch as to-night's flight Play, 
At your Command with Juſtice die away; 


; 


"Till 
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EPILOGUE. * 


| "Till then forgive your Writers, that can't bear 


| You ſhoud ſuch very Tramontanes appear, 
The Nations, which contewn you, to revere. 


| Let Anna's Soil be known for all its Charms; 
As fam'd for Lib'ral Sciences as Arms : 
| Let thoſe Deriſion meet, who would advance 
Manners, or Speech, from Italy cr France. 
Let them learn You, who wou'd your Favour find, 
And Engliſb be the Language of Mankind. 


FINTS. 


